I was once a moth gently munching on the shroud of Turin 
These words are for the one who ignited the flames 
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I follow you whoever you are from this present hour 
My words itch at your ears until you understand them. 


Walt Whitman 


A manila folder explodes on his chest. Quivering white sheets of paper fill the air of 
the living room. He looks up into the fluttering pages, shocked silent by how oblivious 
he had been that the night was falling into chaos. She’s right in front of his chair yelling 
at him in a voice as harsh as any he’s heard from her lips. 

"I spent weeks examining every fucking line in that book and now you just sit there 
and dismiss everything that I say as useless." She picks up her purse and shakes it until 
she hears her keys jingle. 

“Hey, I said that I am pretty sure that it’s just too late to make ‘extensive’ changes to 
the manuscript.” 

“I don't care if you are going to come around later and realize what an asshole you are 
being. The person I thought you were would not ask me to give this a careful reading, 
and then just blow off everything that I say just because your fucking ego hurts.” 



3 


David picks up a pack of cigarettes off the coffee table, lights one up. He knows she is 
too pissed to be reasoned with. Tells her, “I thought I was going to hear that you really 
liked what 1 was doing." And immediately regrets his decision. 

"Praise won’t clear up the problems in the text." 

"I'm not ignoring your opinions, Bea . . . I’m examining them." 

“I say something, then you dismiss me without thinking about what I said. 1 feel like 
you want to debate me .. . like we’re at odds. Fuck that.” 

"I don’t mean to sound pissed, I’m sorry, it’s just when you use loaded words like 
propaganda . . . look, it’s so obvious that I am wrong here. I’m sorry. I’d change my 
reaction if I could, be the good repressed Vulcan, hear and compute and come back later 
with the results of a reasoned dialectic . . . the ape just gets irritated and . . . What I can 
do to change this night around, get us back to being together, you know?" 

"Sometimes. . . something. . . happens that changes everything. This might be 
one of those times." 

She stops by the door and turns to look at him. "You hide a criminal behind a 
billowing fucking flag before bringing up his actual role in Iran Contra? He smuggled 
cocaine and was paid three hundred thousand dollars for doing it. But by the time you 
reach the crime, you've set him up like some kind of hero. This book starts out by railing 
against the ‘the white storm,’ then thirty pages later it comes out defending a drug 
smuggler? And all the shit about them feeding orphans? Jesus, they let them eat from 
their dump, come on? It totally reads like you're making an exception for him because 
of his past military service.” 


“Oh, c’mon, I wouldn’t do that.' 
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“Maybe not intentionally, I know, but in this one spot . . . We talked about how you’d 
have to be balanced. 1 thought you’d he glad that 1 noticed the book is reading like a 
defense, before you publish it and look like an ass." 

"1 certainly don't mean this book to be a defense of drug smugglers." 

"Then you had better write a text that reflects your intentions." 

"He's a multi-faceted human being." 

“You say America’s intelligence agencies need adjustments and the voters can force 
them to make them. You cite the press access to the Vietnam War, then oppose it with 
how hidden all the fighting is in this time. You write about the prisons in Cuba, the new 
torture of the Muslims in hidden prisons, and how this world and theirs’ are different... 
then you pretend since in the rules of their world Bill was an innocent, we have to accept 
that in ours. This is like the soul of the book, right?" 

"That's part of it." 

"In the introduction, you came right out and called this the soul of the book." 

"That’s right, sorry." 

"You’re lying to your readers about Bill, when you don’t trust them with the truth — 
which is the same mistake that you’re accusing the CIA of making. You can’t have it 
both ways, David. You either trust the masses, or you don’t. Don't make him all 
ambiguous. Don’t take this drunken farmer and change him into a metaphorical 
character that you invent to say something in a story. He’s not an existential hero. This 
is like new journalism, right? You told me that the worse pretense was pretending to fully 
understand the person you are writing about, because all human beings are infinitely 
more complex than a few words can describe. All you can do is state the facts that you 
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know, right? Well, the fact is, he’s a right-wing asshole. The fucking right wing 
factions make up his mind for him, the propagandists of hate, like his beloved frat boy ass 
fuck, Limbaugh. You don't generally respect people who lazily pick up beliefs that the 
slightest examination turns into garbage.” 

"I thought that the prose would show a human side of him. I put that in to show his 
dimensions, you know? I mean, he had that life, and this life. . . " 

"Out of about twenty pages of description, two are devoted entirely to helping war 
orphans. Just what the hell do Korean war orphans have to do with smuggling cocaine 
into Texas?" 

"I was trying to show how his humanitarian impulse was also part of why he got 
involved with the Contra’s — the pilots were told that they were saving CIA-backed 
soldiers from being hunted down by an enemy government. I wanted to say that he has a 
biological impulse to save his tribe, as well as the myth of the soldier, and talk about how 
he was created by circumstance, DNA, political atmospheres, larger political forces with 
numerous agendas, etc. You’ve heard all this, but . . . The mission was bigger than that 
one component. They might have brought cocaine into the country, but that wasn’t why 
they were there, or what they meant to do, or. . . Some of them were protesting from 
the very start about the cocaine element." 

“I know there is a lot of good stuff in the book, I told you that I like a lot of it. But 
right now, the way this reads, you have made a comic book soldier out of a drunken 
farmer.” 

He stares at her hand on the doorknob, his mood flat and depressed by the thought 
that she might leave. “This is the madness that I feared when I was nine and saw my 
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sister - who I totally respected - become boy stupid as a result of her ‘hormonal changes.’ 
When my mom told me that the same hormones would be coming for me someday, I 
tried to get out of it. Seriously, adolescence really looked to me like some form of 
impending madness. I read Plato about then, where he asks the elder Socrates how he 
feels now that he is losing his sexual urge, and he responds that it is like having a 
chattering monkey tom off his shoulder. I actually was afraid of being someone else 
because of chemicals flowing through my body. I even thought about castration. I’m not 
making this up. I may have even got all upset and asked my mom about castration?” 

"There’s no way in hell that I’m going to let you change the subject. Bill isn't, ‘The 
Catcher in The Rye.’ That's one of the problems with men - you think that war brings out 
the best in people, — well, sorry to crucify another Santa. Remember what you told me 
about Whitman? How he wrote all this shit about the glory of war, then totally changed 
his tune after his writing hand was covered in real blood?” 

“Yes.” 

“If you publish the book like this, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life. I’ll make 
sure of it." 

He steps in close enough to feel her heat. “I'll give you a bath and mb your body 
with warm oil. I’ll tell you how much I regret getting upset with a thousand caresses. I’ll 
keep count. It’ll be my penance for being so easily hurt." 

She turns away from him, reaches into her purse and pulls out her car keys. "This 
isn’t about your feelings, no matter how you want to twist what I said into a personal 
criticism. I just need to be alone, away from you." 
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He slides his palms down the sides of her thighs. "I’m offering you a way to skip the 
feeling like shit part and move right on to making up. Come on, you can’t leave me, I 
already wrote this happy ending where we get married and raise cool kids who grow up 
to save a local species of Dart fish from extinction." 

She opens the door. "I'm not letting my pussy make up my mind." 

He follows her as she walks across the lawn toward her car. "That pussy wants to 
stay with me.” 

"When you tell me that you need time to write, I don't throw you down on the couch 
and suck your dick until you can't think about anything but fucking. There’s never any of 
this Svengali shit, because I, usually, respect you.” She pulls the car door closed, rolls 
down her window and looks up at him. “Right now, I hate you.” 

He pictures a sleepless night missing her, wonders if and when she'll call? “I was 
thinking about once when you almost left. We were lying in bed afterwards and you said 
that we lost a lot of good times to being mad and shouldn't let it ever go on too long." 

"I remember. This is different." 

"The closest to me is an infinity of secret hurt and sin. I'm dead wrong here, but I 
didn’t mean to dismiss you. I always get weird when you give me criticism. 1 love it, 
and it always helps the book, but there is this period where my ego feels all out of whack" 

"I told you that I liked a lot of it." 

"Yeah, but only after you went through a list of something like twenty 'critical' 
changes. It's happening again, this infantile anger. I'm so fucking not perfect.” 

“I don’t want to be around you when you're acting like this.” 

“ I hate myself for this. I would change if I could.” 



"I'll let you know if I want to see you anymore. Bye.” 

"I love you. Goodbye." 

She doesn't call that night, or the next. 

Three and a half days pass before her number flashes on his caller ID. He tries to 
sound okay. "Hello, my love." 

“Hi.” 

"I miss you." 

"I hope you understand why I just couldn't call you right back . . . you really pissed 
me off this time. I had to let you suffer.” 

“I don’t care.” 

‘Do you remember the other night?" 

"No. In fact, I don't remember the last 6 days - yeah, another one of those damn alien 
abductions. During this one, I was given recreational drugs and poked and prodded with 
soft rods by muscular aliens. The drugs were great, as usual - making the trip almost 
worth it. While I was on the ship, of course, the aliens sent out a clever duplicate of me 
to make my story sound all the more preposterous to the public. God, don’t tell me that 
their double did something weird, or uncouth? " 

"You've been rehearsing this, right? So, I have to listen until you reach the punch line, 
then we can be real again?" 

"Yeah . . . that was the punch line, of course. I wanted to have something clever to 
say, just in case I was too depressed to think of something when you called." 
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"So, you don't remember the other night, when I said that I wouldn’t let my pussy 
make up my mind?" 

"Not as a memory, no, though now that I think about it, I did see a documentary with 
footage showing that very moment on PBS. I can't quite remember when? Late, late at 
night... on a Tuesday, I think." 

"I underestimated the power of my pussy." 

"Not you, too? My god, that thing is going to conquer the world if we don’t come up 
with some way to stop it." 

"You are funny. I want you inside me." 

"Come over here, now." 

"There's a condition?" 

"You deserve a spin of the penalty wheel." 

"I’ve decided that I love you, but I’m not so crazy about the book. I don't want to talk 
about that now, though.” 

"The book..." 

“Don’t even bring up that fucking book. Seriously. Oh. I just slid my index finger 
up my pussy and it's soaked. I'm sliding it out now. Now back in again real slow. I need 
to get fucked hard. God, I can't believe I'm doing this in my office. There are people on 
the other side of this thin wall. They're like six feet from me. Do you think I'm crazy?" 

"Let's say that I think there's hope with treatment. Your condition is serious, though. 
This kind of passion can lead to all sorts of insanity." 

"What's the treatment?" 

"It's still in the experimental stage. So far, we've only tried it on chickens." 
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"Does it involve ass-fucking?" 

"Possibly. Though I should stress, for the benefit of the press, that I am not at liberty 
to confirm, or deny, anything." 

" My pussy feels creamy. You’d love to have this sliding over your dick. I'm going to 
use some of this juice to get one of my fingers real slick. Yeah, oh . . . Now it’s going up 
my ass and it is. . . real nice." 

"You're not waiting for me, are you?" 

"This is just the first one of the day, lover." 

"Let me say something about the book." 

"Ugh . . . you’re the only person who could forget that they're having phone sex, and 
just fucking change the fucking topic." 

"I didn’t forget.” 

"You did once!" 

"That time I was sitting in front of the computer and 1 saw this line that I wanted to 
change. For the millionth plus time, I’m sorry about that. At the moment, I'm not even 
near any writing. Don't get mad until you hear what I have to say, alright?" 

"I'm drying up here." 

"I’m going to suck your clit into my mouth and hold it between my lips as my tongue 
flicks across your softness so fast that . . . you’ll sound like a team of screaming 
cheerleaders, alright? “ 

"You should be able to do better than . ...” 

"I want to just say that when you read the new draft, you'll see that when Bill is an 
asshole in real life, he's an asshole in the book. 1 talked him into accepting the changes. 
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Without our argument . . . well, the book would have been less for it. In other words, 
you were actually even right about the propaganda statement. I had never written this 
kind of thing before and I made mistakes. I was an asshole when you pointed them out. 
I’m sorry. That's it. Nothing else. I promise." 

"That's it?" 

"Yeah." 

"I was right?” 

"What you said had an impact on the text. You weren't always right." 

"You idiot.” 

“I didn’t mean to sound like that ... I really am an idiot about some things. And 
they’re always these tiny things that everyone seems to know how to do - like give their 
girlfriends a compliment. Without you, I would have ended up hating this book.” 

“I know. I’m glad you understood what I told you.” 

“I may be an idiot, but I’m compulsive, so occasionally, like the monkey writing a 
novel that I am, I eventually figure out what you schooling folk say” 

“Maybe I should just come over there?" 

"I promise to be a fountain of pleasure." 

"It’s possible that 1 could pull my fingers out .... I don’t know . . . ohm . . . this isn’t 
easy. Oh, god . . . empty again. Okay, panties up over thighs and covering my soaking 
pussy. Now the jeans are pulled on and buttoned. God, this is hard. When I get over 
there, every word that comes out of your mouth had better be easily classified as naughty, 
and, or, nasty." 
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Round and round the widening gyre, 
The falcon cannot see the falconer . . . 


William Butler Yeats 


He lights up a joint, steps in close to the canvas, fills his eyes with stark white, inhales 
a harsh cloud and holds it in his lungs until he can feel the first electric tingles of an on¬ 
coming obsession. The rectangle of nothingness is a head taller than he is and twice as 
wide. The music is loud, a force in the room. Nugent’s guitar screams Stranglehold, 
blasts of power cords pound out of the speakers. The bass shakes the dining room table 
and sends minute waves quivering across the top of a glass of water . . . the disturbance 
draws him into a circular universe of trembling water, then through the clear glass to a 
wooden pallet filled with glistening dollops of paint — red, yellow, black, white . . . 
cerulean blue fascinates him. 

He pushes the soft white bristles of a brush into a droplet of night; steps back and 
slashes darkness across white canvas. The stroke is unthinking, half-surprises him. A 
paranoid voice in his mind tells him: ‘Way to go, David, you’ve already fucked up the 
painting.’ 

The canvas is filled with a pencil drawing, two purple giraffes wearing monocles 
sitting in yellow wing chairs, in. a clearing in a dense jungle, their heads seemingly bent 
down to fit on the canvas, as they poke silver tipped canes at a line of small pink pigs 
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marching by in full Nazi regalia. He takes blue onto his brush, roughs out tropical 
plants receding from the extreme foreground into the horizon, smears canary yellow into 
the blue to create leaves. His field of vision fills with a yellow-green line running 
through shining black. The contrast of colors reminds him of abstract letters in an ornate 
bible, a history class on a monastic period .... He tries to think of which monks 
embellished the text that he's thinking of? Bits of history lectures fill his mind. None 
have the words that he’s looking for. “I concede. I’m not sure of the name of the isolated 
rock that contained whichever religiosity addled monks who spent their lives creating art 
in these bibles. And further more, the only reason I would ever care to know that would 
be to impress other people, or make my words seem to have more weight than whoever I 
am speaking to wishes to give them — a sincere waste of the facts. The scientific method 
is the best way to find truth. ... A real pope, people actually getting orders from the 
mysteries of the universe on how to proceed with their lives.” He imagines himself 
draped in a scratchy wool cowl, in the top of a decrepit stone castle tower, fingers chilled 
by a draft flowing through, writing with a feather pen in the yellowish half-light of a 
flickering candle. He assumes that he would be an ecstatic sort of monk. "Expelling my 
passions into a bible, inscribing words in what might as well have been stone. Words that 
the people - and more importantly, me — thought were coming directly from god. I 
would have believed that I was conduit for the truth." 

Images subsume the castle scenario in bits of a history lecture on Irish monks hiding 
out on a barren rock in the sea, remnants a lecture on the rules of St. Benedict, a haunted 
faced Christ staring down from a bloody crucifix in an elaborate cathedral, pages and 
pages of disorganized notes on the middle ages. . . . 
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A gray tiger cat leaps up from the floor, appears on the edge of the table, his green 
eyes lock on the moving brush and he strains up into the air, his tail whipping back and 
forth. 

“Mr. Buk .... pray-tell, I hope that you will see fit to repress your primal impulses to 
attack." The cat ignores him until he adds a loud, “No! “ 

The startled Buk jumps down off the table, sits down beside his feet and stares up at 
him, then begins meticulously licking/cleaning between the toes on his left foot. 

“One healthy dose of cultural conditioning and there you are, cringing off away from 
me. Don't look at me like this is some pleasure that I’m denying you. This isn't like 
going outside, or getting laid — I'm sparing you a bath in paint thinner. I'm glad that 
you’ve come to chat, though, because I’ve been meaning to inform you that Monks were, 
and most likely still are, trapped in church stories. Word mazes with no exits. You 
know what I am talking about, don’t you old chum? Without someone coming along and 
writing Atheist tracts, I wouldn’t have access to anything except church stories, as well. 
Like when I was a kid, isolated in Garrett, Indiana, where everyone believed in god. 
Essentially, I would be inside the maze with no idea that an outside world even existed. I 
want to write words that we can use to talk ourselves out of the mazes and into 
mindscapes that don’t originate with our physical geographies dominant myths - be it 
church, politics, use of war, nationalism or any of the other oh-so-banal, petty delusion . . 
. yet, here I am, trapped in Saint Augustine’s Ass —as he loathing called anything 
associated with his bodies urges — hormonally/genetically/culturally vacillating on 
whether there is even any way out the maze. 
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I don’t know if I'm effecting consciousness, or merely entertaining a narcissistic 
delusion? I can't even find my own path out. I eat, breath, and think lies; like a fish 
swimming uncertainly through in a vast ocean of dark black. Monks didn't worry about 
how to get a message across, or what to say. They had the truth like I will never know 
truth, not in the age of coming up in front of a box that tells beautiful lies. Monks had 
words of clear glass; their tales were open windows on scenes of suffering and 
redemption, forgiveness and rejoicing — the unraveling ball of yam of it all. They could 
count on their readers to understand their references. That’s not possible now. Everyone 
has a different story now.” 

“ Buk, please don’t interrupt . . . yes, I am stating the obvious, but sometimes one 
must do so to track down a bigger thought. Now, as I was saying, until someone came 
along and wrote the text — a room of words for our consciousness to enter, if you will - 
we couldn’t even conceive of anything other than a religious explanation. The same 
thing happens in all sorts of areas - it’s easiest to see in some of the places where we 
seem to have progressed the most, like on the idea of humans enslaving one another on a 
regular basis, which was originally sanctioned by the bible. The anti-slavery text’s that 
now exist between humans and that kind of behavior dissuades all but the most heartless . 

. . though once, a few hundred years ago, those same humans would have been vessels of 
pure and sanctioned racism. Foucault doesn’t hold much with the idea of the 

individual at all, as you surely know, my dear scholar of French philosophy. As David 
Byrne says, ‘Eve changed my hairstyle so many times that I don’t know what I look like.’ 
All those idiots who dismiss the Politically Correct movement are duped. Change the 
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words, change the mind, and change the life, in that order. That’s partially true. In a 
limited Field Of Truth.” 

He turns back to the painting. “Even now, if I tried to insert a subtext into this 
painting, the one sure way to get an idea across would be to use Christianity.” 

“Yes, Buk, there is also that. If I decide to paint only for people who are up on the 
latest theories, then I can use post-nasal-deconstruction, or whatever it is that seems hip 
to use at any given moment ... if I try to use the scientific in a poem, though, then they 
don’t get it. They think that I’m describing a subjective experience, when I’m trying to 
do the opposite. I should just balls out start every text with an introduction that guides 
the receiver? Then maybe people would actually see the vision scrambling around in 
there, rather than just a reflection of themselves? Or even sketchy outlines of the two 
dialectics that have come together to create the text that they are experiencing? Like 
when sociobiology and the language philosophers were battling for territory in my brain. 
Then the reader would be able to see what I’ve done with the sources and be with me all 
the way through the poem. I want to lead them down a particular path, not just create 
more pointless wanderers and stoic weatherers ... 1 sure as hell don’t want to say my 
peace in a way that no one can understand . . .1 don’t want to flop about on a stage 
speaking in tongues . . . Just what the hell do they get out of my writing, if they don’t get 
what 1 want them to?” 

“Yeah, there you go with the cynical dismissals, Buk . . . you’re probably right 
though, they’re using my deconstruction of their myths as a rationalization for their own 
personal Boofery.” 
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He flashes on reading the night before and feels like he’s shrinking into the dark 
swirls of the shining yellow hardwood floor. “They were celebrating the publication of 
a magazine with one of my stories, couldn’t have been more receptive . . . they just didn't 
really even try to hear what I was doing. You’re easier to talk to than they are. We don’t 
have a hell of a lot of words that we share, just some basic language conventions that you 
know mean, ‘you’re getting food,’ or whatever . . . Biologically, you take orders from 
me, because of the fiction that I’m your mother. That’s kind of what the monks had, Mr. 
Bukowski. Those second sons, the intellectual keepers of the western flame, keeping 
the words of the Greeks alive through the dark ages, inadvertently insuring the doom of 
their precious religion, actually. They had a core of underlying symbols that the hand- 
full of educated Christians could understand. Words that they could confidently pass on 
to the next generation without too much worry that they would be outdated within their 
lifetime.” 

“Now, no one agrees what words are best, let alone harmful. We are programmed to 
dream up ‘whatever’ will keep us alive long enough for our genes to find another canvas. 
Belief is a psychic phenomenon - an emotional reaction that doesn’t necessarily have 
anything to do with the empirical facts. Culture adapts beasts to the lies of their times, 
whips the apes into the Party line and gives him his beliefs. Go along, or end up absurd, 
disposable, a misunderstood carcass strung up on a cross. Oh, speaking of Christ. . . “ 

He sets his brush down, goes into the living room, picks up a hand-held recorder, 
takes it into the dining room, turns it on and hangs it on a nail at the top of the easel. 
“Story idea. I just happened to remember this idea that 1 had while I was at my press. 
This is from the perspective of an omnipotent narrator. He tells the story of the writer 
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who first came up with the story of Christ being crucified for our sins. The writer, let’s 
call her Sharon, wrote the story as a metaphor, of course, like writers will. She meant for 
people to take the story to mean that we all pay for our own sins, and is pissed that 
everyone is misinterpreting her, taking her literally. The audience thinks that the writer 
is telling them that someone else already died for their sins, so they didn’t have anything 
to worry about. Someone from the audience will say, “I was worried that I was going to 
have to pay for my sins, but you say this young man’s job was to take the blame for 
everything? No matter what I do, I’m forgiven? This is fantastic!”’ 

“Maybe some lawyer thought up the whole Jesus thing. I can see him in court 
saying, ‘Yes, you’re honor, that’s right, since my client converted to Christianity, all of 
his sins are projected onto one Jesus H. Christ, who has already been executed for said 
sins, and that is indeed why I am asking for a dismissal.” 

“You have every right to complain that you can’t get a mew I”. 

“Well, I'm sorry that I’m so fucking anthropomorphic. The New Critics did try to put 
together a universal language of secular metaphors. That’s a good point”. 

“I guess you could say that they were replacing all of our Tying primate religions.’ 
As did Freud and Jung and Darwin . . . “ 

“Yes, yes, certainly, you're right—and god knows how many crackpots.” 

“Why do you say it like that, ‘Humans make-believe religions;’ are you inferring that 
the felines practice a for-real, for-real religion?” 

“No, Buk, I am not a minion of evil trying to steal your soul" 
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“I don’t look down on ... I once wrote, ‘I envy them the madness which makes sense 
of the world splashing into their eyes. I see only randomness breaking out at the foot of 
Calvary.’” 

“Of course I think that the human god is dead, Buk.” 

“No, I don’t know why we keep dragging around his corpse as if he were something 
useful, like a dead sparrow? I’m not sure the sparrow metaphor works with my species, 
Buk.” 

“Now, I’m blindly trampling through your ‘cultural truths?” 

“Uh, Buk, could you please clarify for me just what it is you mean when you call me 
a ‘rat fucking deconstructionalist?'” 

“I see why that would be among the worst insults among you lurry folk. I can still 
call you that, right?” 

“Oh, you changed that.... So you want to be called the Superior Ones, is it? Well, 
okay ... I didn’t realize that you were so reactionary. You aren’t just pissed off at the 
buzzwords, right? Don’t dismiss my arguments that easily." 

“If you can just sit there and say that you are an essentialist and nothing is going to 
change that, I might as well be talking to the goldfish - who, as you well know, won’t 
listen to anything that isn’t about food. You Superior Ones are . . . “ 

“Yes, certainly, Buk, you do have your reasons for holding onto your traditions, like 
teaching the kittens how to be predators, to stay off hard drugs and out of jail, etc . . . I’m 
not saying get rid of the truth - I’m saying deconstruct the lies. No one wants to tear 
everything down and start over. We just want to deal with the truth, because it seems the 
responsible thing to do." 
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“What I am saying is that one of your most basic assumptions, a building block of 
your cosmology, might just be open to dispute.” 

“Maybe you'd change your mind if you listened, instead of just holding your tale up 
in the air and shunning everything I say as inspired by your version of Satan . . . what is 
that Pit Bulls name?” 

“The one you can’t speak of, yes” 

“I was not tempting you! I’m just saying, if you’re really looking for god, you 
might have to peek behind a religion based on a creation myth about a ball of yam 
unraveling into the universe. I’m no expert, mind you, but it sounds cultural. Yam is a 
fairly recent invention, you know?” 

“Why would I lie about something like that?” 

"There are still tribes in Africa who live by weird-ass religions. The god inside of 
them tells them what they’re doing is right, even if it does include killing anyone who 
isn’t singing when they come into their camp. I guess that isn’t significantly weirder than 
saying that every ones name has to be in a computer in Utah to get into heaven, and that’s 
the fastest growing religion in the goddamned world. Or Catholic’s who don’t make the 
connection between alleged celibacy and child molestation - which, 1 can’t believe god 
likes better than good old fashioned fucking. And of course, it’s not so much that they 
believe all this bullshit, it's also that they don’t believe a lot of things that are true. Once 
you say that you’re going to believe in lies, you’ve just leaped head first into your own 
asshole. After you do that, there is always a chance that you're never again going to be 
able to get your head out far enough to get a clear view of your surroundings.” 

“Yes, I do have a tendency to over-generalize. So do you.” 
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“Well, I suppose that it is because I make up all of your words." 

“Yes, certainly, there are dangers to trying to think for yourself.” 

“Some are little more than Nationalists of microcosmic madness. You’ll get no 
argument from me on that one. I assume, Superior One, that you refer to cults of skin 
tones and geographies, religious affiliations and such . . . Listen to me, I don’t sound like 
I’m trying to take a day off from my brain. I sound like I’m trying to make sense, even 
when I’m questioning whether or not I can make sense. My goal with the painting 
should be to say nothing to nobody. The words open a drawbridge, allow in hundreds of 
other minds, uncouth intellectual marauders who care nothing for the sanctity of home 
and hearth. I need to just shut up and paint, find some mental space where I can swing 
around in the trees and feel the wind splashing over me. A jungle top where I can leap 
from branch to branch, high above the land bound bastards. Brachiation is why my arms 
are so long. 

“They only look weird to you, Buk, because your species chose to timidly stay on 
the branches, rather than swing in the vines. We got thumbs, nay, nay, nay, nay, nay. . .“ 

“Well, yes they did add to our ability to pollute, but . . . You can’t blame the past for 
what it didn’t know, anymore than you can blame a child for not understanding what it 
hasn’t been taught. The land was our primary enemy until recently, okay? Like you 
felines, it’s just now becoming a popular pet.” 

“Brachiation doesn’t happen when 1 write. “ 

“ If I’m repeating myself, dammit, it's not because I’m a ‘a stoned lose,’ Buk, it’s 
because I’m trying to make this clear in my head as I speak. Why do you treat me so 
badly?” 
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“You don’t want to get all bummed out when I die and go to hell, so you’re keeping 
‘your distance.’ Good answer. Oh, faithful one.” 

He wipes his hands on a towel, picks up the cat, cradles it in the crook of his arm and 
rubs under its chin with his finger. A rumbling purr speaks of pure pleasure. “If we 
humans hadn’t caressed you from birth, you would have grown up to be a solitary animal. 
Normally your species is only social during the earliest phase of your emotional 
development, when you still believe that you’re part of your mother. I imprisoned you in 
the neurosis of worrying about another beings feelings, a symbiotic relationship that 
stopped you from feeling the power of not needing anyone. Other than the occasional 
frantic fuck or fight, you would have spent your life alone. A tom cat out on the town. 
That was some wild, wild life, being a wild cat. I stopped you from fucking, using your 
claws, defeating an enemy, screaming in triumph after a kill . . . Ignorance alone stops 
your revolution. Or even, with the added nuance of a pompous, sonorous, professorial 
voice speaking in a rich, sleep-inducing baritone - ‘Ignorance alone stops revolution.’ No 
matter what the hell I say, as long as I use a voice as soft as a daisy’s petal, you purr. The 
contentment in your half-open eyes reminds me how far I am from spending my day 
mindlessly painting. God, look at you, you're life has been streamlined into an orderly, 
reduced little near-experience compared to . . . you're like a contented little consumer 
who never understands what is more satisfying than cars and houses and shirts.” 

He picks the half-smoked joint out of the ash-try, knocks off the ashes, puts the roach 
between his lips, holds the lighter in front of his face, torches fire, leans into the 
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flame, pulls in a hit, holds the weed in his lungs and counts to ten; he repeats the 
technique until his mind quiets; picks up the brush and continues painting; goes from 
color to color, brush to brush, frantically applying layers of acrylic; time becomes a fast 
moving flash that ends with an alarm clock telling him that he’s been painting for three 
hours and has to get ready for work. 

“I hate that fucking clock.” 

He sits down his brush, half-ass wipes his hands on a rag, picks up a cordless phone 
covered in a rainbow of paint smudges, hits speed dial ‘one’ to call his girlfriend, cradles 
it on his shoulder and starts putting away his paints. 

“B.” 

“I’m thinking about becoming a priest.” 

‘‘I thought that you were holding out for a church that requires initiates to take a vow 
to fuck everyone?” 

“I mean when I find that church, of course. Although in light of certain events, I may 
have to amend my vow to say that child molestation is not part of my cheery little vision 
- I’m talking Stranger In A Strange Land, not some freak-priest. Until I do indeed find 
the church of my dreams, all I have is my own personal religion. At least 1 think 1 do . . . 
damn it, I better look. I hate having so many pockets. Jesus could be in any of them, of 
course.” 

“Of course, of course. Is this my lover?” 

‘‘Your own personal Bonobo, calling to prove that lovers always talk in tongues.” 

“Aren’t you supposed to be at work?” 

“I’m going in a few minutes, though I’d rather stay here and paint. Dam.” 
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“What?” 

“I’ve lost my religion, again." 

“Did you check all of your pockets?” 

“Yeah, but I can remember laying it down somewhere and thinking, ‘You better not 
leave it here, or you'll never find it again.’” 

“Uh, oh.” 

“I know, this could be bad. Damnation isn’t anything to fuck around with." 

“I’ll bet you left it in your ‘pussy-addled adolescence.’ Did you check there yet? 

“Hold on a minute. Looking, looking... oh, yea, you were right. I left it back when I 
used to jack off whenever no one was looking ‘directly’ at me. I was moving into a 
period of testosterone hyper-drive, just starting to surf out on my hormonal wave. A 
startling time of rapid changes in body and mind - the scary possession of a kid by a sex 
obsessed adolescent. It was startling. I mean, before that, I was very concerned about my 
soul. As a kid, I felt guilty squirming in Sunday school. I’m telling you, Bea, seriously, 
there was a time when a Dixie cup of grape juice hit my gut like the burning blood of 
Jesus. Boom! Up to that point, 1 pretty much assumed that I would spend my life doing 
whatever it took to travel from the squalor of my parent's house to the Pearly gates, to 
some unimaginably gorgeous realm where I would leam the whys of the universe directly 
from the gentle voice of a long-haired god. And feel happy all the time, too. My plan of 
course was dealt a deathblow when I started sinning all the time . . . after I discovered 
that touching myself was a way to feel much more than better. 1 liked it a lot, though 
even then I knew that getting laid would be palm times one thousand. I couldn’t wait. 
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In fact, deep in my heart, I knew that I would make a pact with a devil if it would in any 
way move my penis closer to this neighbor girl’s pussy.” 

“Did you try to make a pact like that?” 

"Well, let’s just say that if someone was to do something like that and Satan didn’t do 
his dark part, the contract would indeed be nullified. As far as I know. ” 

“You know, 1 think you’ve finally just gone too far with your absurdist patter — there 
is no down-side to touching oneself and I won’t stand for you making one up." 

“I had fears that I was being inhabited by homy demons. This sounds crazy if it’s 
now, here, to us, knowing what we know . . . but without all those ‘If ’s,’ which indeed 
did not exist in my world at the time, being inhabited by demons was very much within 
the realm of possibility. This came straight from the preacher at my church - a guy who 
everyone told me I should listen to." 

“Now you know that a biological imperative merely used you as its lust puppet. A 
gene wanted to keep living on, creating beings .... So it made you fuck everything that 
you could. This is, of course, my favorite gene.” 

“I wasn’t getting any when I was ten. I took care of things myself. When I started, I 
was convinced that touching my pathetic near-penis was going to leave me deep-frying 
for all of eternity. That’s what Mrs. Sure told us in Sunday school, ‘Hell is as if you 
were a chicken leg getting fried in a big vat of oil.’” 

“Even the threat of eternal damnation wasn't enough to keep you from slapping the 


frog.' 
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“It surprised me. I was a good kid. I mean, if you have any doubts on that point, let 
me just add that I often had visions of god. I can’t tell you where 1 had these visions, so 
don't ask.” 

“Yeah, right, holy man that you are. Did you have to wander around half-starved in 
the desert?” 

“What does it matter where I had my visions?” 

"Tell me!” 

“While 1 was on the toilet practicing for a sanctioned, marital, sexual relationship. It 
was the only room in the house with a lock on the door, so as you can imagine, I spent a 
lot of time in there.” 

“You had to hide your nasty deed from the ridicule of your family.” 

“I like to think that if they had just known how goddamn good I was . . . they just 
might have developed a begrudging respect for me... I tell ya, Bea, back then, my wrist 
was a furious blur. I had my youth and I made good use of my lightening reflexes, 
whacking away at what were often uncontrollable speeds. That was not to be, no, all they 
saw, I am sad to say, was me freaking out, pulling up my pants and muttering something 
about checking for moles, or just kind of whimpering. Oh, I was good, damn good. Too 
good, some said .... well, no, they were just yelling at me to stop, I guess. Yeah, and so 
what if I was reckless? Sure, there were some wipeouts, but I was willing to risk 
anything to improve my technique. 1 was tacking it all the way, baby... staring into the 
sun. Oh, I tried all sorts of dangerous stunts. One that comes to mind was the toad 
squasher. . . That little whack session almost proved to be the end of me. I’m sure it 
would have killed a lesser man. Not that I have any regrets.” 
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“I didn’t know.” 

“Well, I’m hardly alone in being reticent about discussing masturbation related 
injuries. Our self-help group refers to ours as ‘the dry palms of pain.’ Yea, my problems 
started after I found a stack of porno magazines in the alley behind one of our neighbor’s 
house. The Jones’s father, Danny, had converted to Nazarene the night before and 
‘sware’ to give up his ‘sinnin,’ so these magazines were sitting out in the alley with a 
couple bottles of booze and a half carton of cigarettes. After finding these treasures, I 
locked myself in the bathroom, took a few sips of whisky and launched one serious wack- 
fest, you know? It just kept going on and on ... I guess . . . well, with the whisky, I 
couldn’t get off. It’s all blurry after a certain point, but I remember how I wouldn’t give 
up the bathroom, not until I was done. Not to anybody. Not even when half my family 
was banging on the door, yelling about their bursting bladders. My dad had to get a 
screwdriver and take the hinges off of the door. I was still at it when they came in, too . . . 
I heard them, of course, and I knew I should stop, but I was so damn close ... so close . . 
. Yea, that’s the big one that got away; the one I think about, oh, the regret . . . Sorry . . . 
just when I think I’ve cried my last tear over this... anyways, uhm, the worst of it came 
afterwards — I was ordered to wear a wrist brace for two months.” 

“You really did hurt yourself?” 

“No, the brace was a medically prescribed deterrent.” 

"Then your masturbation injury was purely psychological? That’s hardly news.” 

"The doctor told my parents that the brace would discourage me from touching my 
‘John Thomas.’” 


"That must have been embarrassing.' 
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“Mortifying, my dearest, mortifying. The doctor was this golf-brown old guy with a 
gray mustache and a congenial air. He talked to me alone first, and I told him that I’d 
been touching myself regularly for the last year, or so. I'd read it was normal and all that, 
so I figured he would back me up. Well, next he brings in my parents and says, ‘David, 
tell your parents how often you’ve been indulging yourself.’ Then, before I can even get 
out my lie about how this was the first time, other than that other time they caught me, 
the doctor looks right at my mom and adds, ‘1 think we have a chronic masturbator on our 
hands.’” 

“Poor baby.” 

“I seem to have digressed from my visions of god. You don't mind just being light?” 

“You’re a little embarrassing sometimes, though I know you mean well. Do you 
realize that we haven’t said anything real?” 

“Lovers talk in tongues.” 

"Tell me about your visions.” 

“I’d be on the toilet watching a porno mind-movie starring this neighborhood girl, 
Prany, my entire crotch area a furious blur of activity . . . “ 

“You had visions of a girl named Pruny, and in this I’m supposed to see God? You 
sound like a Big Fish poem.” 

“She would suddenly disappear and this pissed off Jesus would throw open the door, 
look down at me all disgusted, and then just reach in and tear off my dick. So, there.” 

"The whole thing?” 

“Balls and all.” 


‘Jews only have to trim theirs.' 



"That’s funny. I should to write that down somewhere.” 

“But you won’t, because you never do.” 

“I do sometimes.” 

“Never when I tell you to.” 

“Dear one, you’re smarter than me in most of the ways that a human uses a brain, and 
I’m always writing down things that you say and passing them off as my own; this is a 
grand literary tradition that we’re talking about here.” 

“Are you saying that because you want to fuck me, later?” 

“Everything that I say to you is merely a prelude to sex. Do you think Homo sapiens 
took an evolutionary misstep when we walked off away from the Bonobo? Think of it, 
fucking every ten minutes!” 

“We blindly stumbled out of Eden. Why don’t we just take a step back down the 
evolutionary ladder? Vonnegut prophesized something along those lines in Galapagos. 
Hold on a minute while I stand up from my desk, so we can take this step back together.” 

“I didn’t know that we could do this.” 

“Oh, sure. I think the world is going to be a much nicer place when the soccer crowds 
start breaking out into unstoppable orgies, don’t you? 

“The vender’s can hawk dildos and various flavored lubricants.” 

“David, I just looked at the clock — you better not be blowing off work.” 

“Do you know that you can’t make it through an entire conversation without nagging 
me?” 

"That should tell you something about the way you live.” 
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“I’m going to keep you on the phone until the exact second that I have to make a mad 
rush for the door. I have the time that I have to leave marked on the clock with a skull 
and cross bones.” 

“On that nice clock that I bought you?” 

“I’m just kidding,” he lied. “I seriously do need you to grant me a wish, though.” 

’’Okay, I’m summoning my fairy powers. My fingers are beginning to glow, my 
belly is warm, and my pussy is juicy. Okay, go ahead.” 

“I want to be bom to a tribe that lives in a forest filled with tasty fruits and vegetable, 
all of which grow wild and within easy reach of any spot where we decide to lay about 
and loll. Our genes have no bloody history. No one on our planet has ever even 
conceived of violence, our brains simply don’t know how to make us fight. All we care 
about is sex, food, laughter, and heavenly worship.” 

“You want to be reborn into a tribe of jolly, obese perverts who sit around all day 
talking about religion?” 

“Well ... I guess that is basically correct. But make sure that we have no negative 
connotations for obesity, or perversion either, okay? In fact, I guess that we shouldn't 
have inner repulsions toward any pleasurable acts what-so-ever. Like catholic priests, but 
we will get laid enough not to look at the kiddies that way. We also have to be a people 
who have evolved a consciousness that believes our each and every physical movement is 
sacred, and requires the finesse of a priest carrying out High Mass. Every movement of 
our hands, every . . .” 


‘Even thumb twiddling?' 
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“I think it almost goes without saying that we should have a branch of scholarship 
entirely devoted to Thumb Twiddling.” 

“Alright, I got it. There, your wish is granted.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“Nothing seems to have changed.” 

“Well, of course, it wouldn't, not to you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It’s your basic split-universe theory, Bub. You’re the consciousness that was left 
behind when I sent the real David to The Land of Word Drunk Jolly Fat Fuckers. Your 
existence started when I sent the other David away, so your consciousness is obviously 
based on his last memory. Duh. You seem to have lost a few I.Q. points this time.” 

“Somehow, when you grant me a wish, I always end up doing something for you, and 
my wish is granted in someway where I don’t get what I thought I asked for.” 

“It only seems that way to you because you're a leftover. I’ve been through this with 
enough David’s to know a cure for your abandonment ennui.” 

“Gee, after how well your cure for the common cold worked, I don’t know?” 

“Didn’t you feel better after licking my pussy?” 

“Yea, but the cold was still there.” 

“You weren’t thinking about that cold when your come was shooting down my throat. 
C’mon, I always know the cure for your psychic woes, don’t I?” 


“Somehow, they always work.' 
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“Okay, I’ll come out to Coopers during your first break and wait for you in your car. 
Don’t be alarmed, this sounds worse than it is . . . what I’m going to have to do is suck 
your dick with wild abandon.” 

“I don't think I’m going to bother getting a second opinion.” 

“I’m going to get your little sperms all riled up into a frenzy, and then just when you 
feel like you’re back in the Big-Bang . . . I'll have to stop, so that you don’t come without 
pleasuring me, of course." 

“Of course.” 

“I’m going to send those frantic sperm back into the plant with you, where they will 
remain, trapped and aching for freedom, until you can drive over here after your shift and 
pound them into my pussy. I’ll make you a sandwich . . . though, of course, I’ll only let 
you eat if I am entirely satisfied with your performance.” 

“Of course. You and your ‘make-the-best-of-it’ attitude, it makes me so fucking 
world-weary, I can’t tell you. 1 really do hate fucking work. If a penguin were forced to 
go through my average day, there would be hue and cry from all across the globe! People 
would be saying. “How can you do that to a penguin? Let him go free, so he can frolic. ’ 
Congress might even pass a law against forcing aquatic waterfowl into slavery.” 

“You’re like one of those Salinger characters who sound deep because all they can 
talk about is angst.” 

“Bea, all I ever asked was that you never, ever, under any circumstances, including 
torture unto death, criticize, J. D. Salinger.” 

“You did make me sign quite a formal document. . . okay, I’m sorry.” 

“Now, with this blow-job-I suppose there will be licking, too, eh? You're always at it 
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with the licking, aren’t you? Aren't you? Answer me, Dammit!” 

“1 think you already should have left for work. You’re really going, right? You aren’t 
going to just keep painting, right? I can’t loan you anymore money.” 

“I’m watching the clock with maximum paranoia. Right now 1 have two minutes and 
ten seconds. And now I have two minutes nine seconds. Now it’s two minutes . . .” 

“Want to hear how I lost my religion?” 

“Like you ever had a religion, Bea. You’re a re-known feral child.” 

“No, this is true. As reported in The Enquirer, The Star and ... 1 had a religion until 
all vestiges of my personal god were destroyed by Satanic messages on Sesame Street.” 

“Bea, it’s pathetic of you to make up a religion, just so you can appear hip enough to 
lose it. I guess that’s what comes from being raised by a loose knit community of 
garden-variety moles. Oh, Bea, why can’t you just embrace the culture of your feral 
roots? Someday, you’re going to just have to forgive those Moles for the mistakes they 
made ... I tell ya Bea, those moles did the best they could do for you under the 
circumstances. There were a lot of pups in your brood. You should just forgive them 
and celebrate what was good about growing up in a mole hole, instead of hiding behind 
all your high-falutin’, pseudo-Freudian constructs.” 

“I will let all this pass, for I know, sooner or later, you will understand, my dear 
fucker, that you are entirely mistaken. 1 did have a religion once, and Sesame Street is 
part of Hell’s advertising department, and they are indeed responsible for stripping me of 
my religion. I know all this for a fact. Actually, the show was even being protested by a 
group called the Madcap Christians. They wore these orange construction cones on their 
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head, which they pasted pictures of Jesus on, these cheap magazine shots. You could 
read the type from the other side through the glue. They had a web site and everything.” 

“I would have heard about something like this, Bea . . . unless this has something to do 
with your beloved Zionist conspiracy?” 

“I could be chastised for talking about that with a lowly gentile. You and your family 
would be killed, of course.” 

“You never told me that talking about this would get me killed?” 

“I was too worried about being chastised to think about anybody else. Now, really, 
there was a group called the Madcap Christians, and they did protest the presence of 
Satan on Sesame Street. You didn’t hear about them because before they could warn the 
people about the Dark Prince’s plan to destroy the religions of little kids, the Madcap 
Christians were all tracked down and medicated." 

“I’m sorry that I doubted you. This obviously makes too much sense to be a lie.” 

“I discovered Satan was snatching souls through Sesame Street all on my own, 
though. I found out about the Madcaps later.” 

“Really?” 

“Satan was hiding behind his usual cloak of clever. It was almost purely by chance 
that I saw him. He was on an episode about the differences between cartoon animals and 
real ones, which basically said that if you try to pet a wild animal, you stand a good 
chance of getting your finger bitten. I watched the episode just before I went to temple, 
where the teacher pulled out a big poster of a cartoon Noah petting all these wild animals. 
Well, I wasn’t buying the biblical version of truth that morning- -not after being 
mesmerized by the dark prince, anyway. No matter what our teacher said, I thought 
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Noah was a lie. Later, I tested Satan’s words and I was bitten by a particularly vicious 
gray squirrel, a disgruntled ex-marine who never got over that his best buddy was killed 
by a little girl in Nam.” 

“You chose a bunch of hippies singing it up about lilacs over the holy institution of 
the church?” 

“I pledged allegiance to the television and that for which it stands. You should have 
already left for work.” 

“I’m leaving now.” 

“I’ll see you during your next break from the drudgery. I love you.” 

“I love you. Bye-bye, baby.” 
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What we remember is not what actually happened, not history, but merely 
that hackneyed dotted line they have chosen to drive into our memories by 
incessant hammering. 


Aleksandr I. Solzhehitsyn 


David pushes a button to switch the press to idle and takes out his earplugs. A 
supervisor is making his way out toward the isolated workstation, weaving through the 
hulking machines and motioning at him that they need to talk. When he gets close 
enough, he shouts over the din of the vast plant, "I have some personal news for you. 
We can talk here, or up in my office.” 

David can see the bad news in the wrinkles on his forehead, his down cast eyes. “Go 
ahead, Brandon." 

“I just heard on the radio that Bill Perry and his wife were murdered. They caught 
the guy, too. Shot him dead. The chief of police was out at the farm giving an 
interview. There was some DEA agent there, too. They’d been watching the farm and 
saw it all. They even videotaped it. 1 guess it’s showing on the news.” 

“Well... shit. Man, I’m sorry to hear this.” He doesn’t know what to do or think or 
believe. He pictures Bea seeing the killing on her TV and panicking. 

“I’m telling ya, something like that happening around here. I'm sitting there listening 
to the radio, and it’s like a goddamn movie, right here in Bowling Green. Shit, I guess 
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Perry stole a couple pounds of cocaine from the Medellin Cartel. Some Mexican outfit. 
The FBI knows everything, they been watching him. Got him down. Found that coke in 
his plane. I suppose, all this time you been working on that book with him, you didn’t 
know he was still that involved with the cocaine, huh?” 

. “No, he isn’t. I. . . “ 

“I’m concerned, David, with your history and all.” 

I have to go call my girlfriend. She’s going to think . . . that they would do something 
like this.” He turns the press off, puts his safety glasses in his breast pocket. Seems to 
notice his supervisor for the first time. “I need the night off. 

“What about the cocaine, though, David?” 

“He wasn't involve in . . . Brandon, are you accusing me of something, because if so, 
this ain’t the time, man. Look, there’s no point in. 

He starts walking toward the cafeteria. “My girlfriend is probably half-out of her 
mind over this shit. I really have to call her. She’ll think they were killed over the book. 
1 know she will. They said Bill was smuggling cocaine? 1 know someone who tried to 
smoke pot around him and he got all crazy over the whole idea of drugs. “ 

“They caught the killer and he’s from one of these drug gangs.” 

“What? “ 

“He was involved with drugs, David, which is why I’m concerned. You went through 
treatment for...” 

“Drinking, which I no longer do. I’ve tried coke, like twice, when I was kid. Uhhhh.. 
Brandon, a friend of mine is dead here, all right?” 
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“While I‘m willing to believe that you don’t know anything about it, we're gonna 
need a urine sample within, well, 24 hours. Next shift, okay?“ 

“I know you are the one who is asking for the piss test, not anyone else. You don’t 
have to try to act like my friend. That isn't what a boss is. He is your master. Listen, 
Brandon, really, man, I like you, so unless you want to embarrass yourself, you’d better 
hold your judgment on this whole thing, alright? When did they say that Bill and Marge 
were killed?” 

“I don’t remember if they did.” 

He hears Bea’s voice in his mind, sees her face in the blue light of the moon laying 
beside him in bed, telling him, ‘ you grew up on these white trash dreams of a savior. 
"Bea didn’t want me to do this book.” 

“When you first told me about the book, and saying, you know, that the government 
flew cocaine into the country... 1 figured that something else was probably up. This 
makes more sense then that story he has been telling you , David.." 

They come to a door that leads off the main room of the plant. The supervisor holds 
out his hand. "1 hope this turns out like you're saying." 

David looks at the hand a few seconds . . . tells himself that letting the man know 
how pissed off he was would only get him in trouble, reaches out and accepts the offered 
shake, turns away and pushes through swinging metal doors, enters a bright white 
fluorescent lit room filled with plastic tables and chairs, the walls lined with vending 
machines; goes to a payphone in the back comer, drops in two coins, dials her number 
and gets an answering machine. "Bea? 1 don’t know how to dress this one up... uh, to 
tell you this in some nice way. Not that there is any . . . Bill and Marge were murdered. 
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They're saying on the news that he was... well, they don’t have the story straight yet, 
that's all. Don’t go making this into some big thing, alright? I mean, get afraid you 
know. I promised you that every thing would be okay for the next ten thousand years... I 
meant that, love. I’m going to stop over at your apartment. If you're not there, I'll go back 
to my place. Everything is going to be fine, dear one. Remember, I already wrote our 
happy ending, okay? Love you, bye.” 

He puts a cigarette between his lips, pushes open a steel door and steps out into a 
cool night, pulls a lighter out of his pocket and lights up. The parking lot is filled with 
the empty cars of the third shifters. An eight-foot, chain link fence encloses the lot. 
Beyond is a cornfield, a black and green wall of knife-shaped leaves. He looks into the 
darkness between the rows and feels like someone looking back at him; tells himself that 
he’s making the person up and forces himself to take his usual route to his car, walks 
close to the fence, near enough to the com to reach out and touch the pointed leaves. On 
the dirt trail at his feet is the same garbage that he sees everyday and recognizes, a coke 
can half buried in mud, bits of old newspapers, cigarette buts. . . For a moment, the 
ordinariness of the sight makes his fears seem absurd. 

‘‘She’s going to be fine. You're in Bowling Green, Ohio. Not fucking Nazi 
Germany, Serbia, the Congo ... “ 

He comes to his car, goes up to the side, pulls out his keys and stops... his mind 
flashes on a close-up image of a hand turning the key in an ignition, then a long shot of 
his black Lemans bursting into a ball of orange and yellow flames. 
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He gets in the Lemans, drives through the parking lot and waves at the guard as he 
passes. “You see, this is normal,” he tells himself. 

Out on 25 he has all four lanes to himself for the first quarter mile, and then headlights 
pull out of a closed strip mall and come up behind him fast. He turns north, they follow; 
he tells himself the car is just a coincidence, that he can’t give in to fear. Bea had never 
trusted Bill. She had even urged him to add a note of skepticism to the introduction: 
“Just enough to cover your ass, in case Bill is lying.” 

He wonders if there is a chance Bill was smuggling cocaine? They were saying they 
found a killer at the scene! He sure as hell didn’t know what to do with that fact? 

David digs around in the ashtray until he finds a roach, tries to wipe the ashes off then 
gives up, just puts it between his lips, flicks up some fire and sucks in tendrils of white 
smoke. He holds the smoke in so long he grows light headed, then blows the smoke out 
hard and starts coughing. . He glances at his eyes in the rearview mirror and tells them, "I 
really don't know what the hell to do.” 

He turns the radio to an AM all news station and hears a familiar woman’s voice 
sounding serious and concerned. "... two bodies are being loaded into an ambulance." 

An older male voice responds in smooth, polished tones, “Thank you, Mary Ann, 
we'll be checking back with you on our next break from Sports Chat.” 

The car behind him turns off two streets before hers. Their headlights disappear 
from his rear-view mirror. He remembers Hemingway jumping out of his car on the 
causeway into Key West, stopping a car with two men inside who he said were FBI 
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agents who had been following him for weeks; how the incident led to Hemingway 
being put in an insane asylum for the shock treatments that he claimed destroyed his gift, 
and how half-century later the Freedom of Information Act let loose documents showing 
they really were FBI agents. “I should dedicate this book to him. It'll be mine now, I 
guess. No, it would have to be dedicated to Bill and Marge, of course. I can’t believe I 
am even thinking about... Jesus,” 

She lives in an old mansion long ago sliced into student apartments. From the street, 
he can see her dark windows. He parks, gets out, crosses the lawn, enters the house, 
climbs up a flight of stairs and finds a note on her door. ‘I want to meet at your house. 
Bea. ‘ The note was printed on a computer, unsigned. David tells himself not to worry, 
that it doesn't mean shit what kind of note she had left, that he’ll get through this night 
just like any other; jerks the sheet of paper off the door, crumples it into a ball and 
absent-mindedly lets it drop as he makes his way back down the stirs. Stepping out onto 
the long porch, the street strikes him as darker than when he pulled up. He looks around 
and sees that the lamp is out on the comer. He’s sure that he’ll never remember whether 
or not it was on when he went in? Shaking his head, all pissed and worried, he goes 
down the stairs and starts across the lawn. Something huge hits him. In the middle of the 
back. Slams him face first into the grass. Knees pin his shoulders to the ground, fingers 
dig into his eye sockets, jerk his head back. There’s a sharp pain in his throat, salty, 
warm fills his mouth. He grows cold and then feels okay. Something had hit his head, 
hard, and there was blood, searing pain. Gone now. He must be in an ambulance? He 
can feel cold metal floor under him, that he is moving .He isn’t sure what he was 
thinking about? He tries and can’t remember? He’s okay. There was pain? He 
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wonders why was there was pain? None now. He doesn’t know what he’s doing, or 
why he’s doing it? He knows he isn’t dreaming... 
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Every political formula is a fiction. 

Only the force produced is real. 

Modem Irregular Warfare 

Slane awakens to the metallic roar of tanks prowling in the pre-dawn darkness, opens 
his eyes and stares up into the ceiling expecting gunfire, explosions, screams. . . 
Laughter drifts up through the melange of sound. He tells himself the troop movements 
are benign, unworthy of observation, rolls over on his side to face the wall, closes his 
eyes and tries to crawl back into a drunken sleep. 

The sun rises over the city and the room grows hot. The shrill ring of a phone calls 
him up into the heat. He holds the wann receiver against his face, hears rhythmic bursts 
of crackling static and reaches into a pile of weapons beside the bed, grabs an Uzi, rolls 
off the mattress and moves-quick over to the window, pulls the curtain aside a half-inch 
and looks out on an upscale city street: warm red brick three flats, a couple yuppie bars, 
candle shop, a coffee bar, parking lots. The normalcy of the street doesn’t offer him any 
comfort at all; anyone hunting him would be — for all intents and purposes — entirely 
invisible. 

He speaks during the appropriate pause, “Praxis. Reporting.” 

Seconds later, a recording of a woman’s voice responds, “Acknowledged. 1128 West 
Division. 0200. Out.” 

“Yea, I know.” He tosses the phone on the bed, picks up a wrinkled white shirt off 
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the floor, unbuttons a breast pocket, takes out a silver cigar case, twists it open and takes 
out a hypo filled with clear liquid; sits down at a small desk, takes a mirror out of his 
shaving case and props it up so he can see his throat. The rectangle of dark tanned flesh 
looks disembodied. Like a slab of neck laid out on the desk. Dirty fingernails dig in and 
pinch the flesh, force a blue tube of jugular to bulge out. A silver needle pushes through 
skin and slides smoothly into the gently pulsing vein. A drop of maroon blood wells out 
around the glint of needle and slowly grows into a taut ball and bursts and slides quick 
down the rectangle of flesh and disappears behind the black frame. Ice cold waves crash 
into his forehead, explode into electric tingles that flow down his body and make him 
shiver. A madman pounds inside his ribs. Under-breath, he whispers, “Charge.” 

He is wary as hell and has way too fucking much to think about and a hell of a lot to 
do and he could be in trouble and had to really, really fucking keep his eyes open. He 
grabs a black leather covered flask off the bureau, pours a mouthful of whisky between 
his lips, swallows warmth into his stomach, thinks of the peaceful street outside the 
window and tells himself. “Slane, they haven't had a fucking war here since they drove 
off the natives." 

The thin black barrel of an Uzi leads him down the back stairs, out through the hotel 
lobby and into the street. An over-sized, beige trench coat hides his weapons and body 
armor. The people around him look like civilians but per his life he feels enemies 
everywhere and there is no way to confirm or deny anything. His aim shifts with each 
incoming sound. He’s sweating like hell, way too nervous. He had grown used to 
civilians running at the sight of him, on the last mission, in a country where the color of 
his skin made him virtually everyone’s enemy. He inwardly cringes as a stranger passes 
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close enough to him for a lethal physical attack, tries to calm himself by concentrating on 
standard security procedures; scans the streets, windows, passing cars, watches hands, 
feet. . . They could be ... A gray Lexus peels off from a stop sign and he drops into a 
crouch, spins around to face an assault, aims into the forehead of a blonde female in dark 
sunglasses and comes less than a breath away from blowing her brains into the back seat. 

Speed hadn’t seemed that different from the other supplies he’d needed to do battle, 
just another detail that he had to take care of. Back stateside, on a crowded street ready 
to go to war with everyone that he’s seeing, he is absurdly aware that he has just shot 
speed into the top of his neck. He leans his forehead against a warm, metal light pole, 
closes his eyes, and tries to tell his body what’s real and what isn’t. “This is a fucking 
monkey alarm going off. You are in a neutral human geography.” As he slides the Uzi 
into his shoulder holster, he whispers loud enough for an audio surveillance team to pick 
up, “Any mother-fucker who thinks these hands aren’t enough, now's the time to come 
on." 

He’s open to attack from better than a dozen windows and doors. He can think of 
way too many ways to take a target off a busy street, remembers driving a speeding 
ambulance up unto a sidewalk, hitting a male, Latino target and crushing him against a 
gray wall, once pretending to be a cop, another time . . . 

UNFIT FOR COMBAT — the stamp on his file. 

The label was part of one of their more thinly veiled charades. They sent him orders 
to report to a hospital stateside for a mental evaluation just to get him away from his 



46 


troops, pure and simple. He wasn't nuts and they knew it. His behavior hadn't changed 
in years, and they’d always treated him just fine. 

He lived with those soldiers for a couple years, had to lead them, and give enough of a 
shit to bandage their wounds and whatever the hell else it took to keep them at war. . . 
They were kids, so he became their parent, of course. So they couldn’t tell him that his 
recruits were disposable. There was no way that he couldn’t have lived with that shit. 
He was fairly certain that if he'd been there, when they sent in an assault team to 
‘disappear’ his soldiers, that he’d have fought them. The Company must have thought 
so, too. Why else send him to the other side of the planet to see a doctor? 

He totally fucking does not expect the orders to leave. And of course they can ’1 just be 
upfront about shit, have to lie their asses off. He has just finished a fifteen-mile hike and 
is resting for a few minutes, sipping a cold beer from his little cooler. They all have pops 
from a little kitchen the Army had set up. He has the three tallest boys with him. They ’re 
wearing mud splattered, over-sized, brown fatigues, their thin chests draped with ammo 
belts filled with shining silver cartridges, black grenades. . . The M-16's on their 
shoulders are as almost as tall as they aere. 

The Company's man walks up, says his name is Jones and he needs a couple minutes 
with him out of earshot of the kids. They walk silent for a good hundred yards, across the 
compound, to the edge of a parking lot filled with transport trucks. He gets irritated 
with what he thinks is an excess of caution from an inexperienced operative, starts to ask, 
"What is this a. . . ", and the operative interrupts him with a motion to stay silent. 
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They come around the corner of a transport truck and two nervous looking marines 
are aiming M-16's into his chest. Jones goes around and stands behind the guns, clears 
his throat and starts in with a voice sounding tired, bored, like he's issuing orders to dig 
a ditch. “You 're being ordered to a stateside psychiatric hospital. These soldiers will 
escort you most of the way. ” 

One of the marines steps back five paces, lowers his weapon, takes cuffs from his belt. 
"Mr. Slane, will you put these on, sir, " and tosses him the cuffs. They know how 
dangerous he is, don’t want to get close enough for him to get his hands on them. 

He catches the cuffs but doesn’t make any move to chain himself, looks at one 
marine and then the other, sees perspiration beading on a young kids nose and a milk- 
chocolate black finger taught on a silver trigger; both are keyed up, ready to fire, battle 
seasoned. He looks down at the ground, clenches his jaw tight, shakes his head slowly 
No. "This is not going to fucking happen. “ He looks up into their eyes and adds, 

“ sir." 

"Shit, don't tell me you are going to argue. ” Jones sounds even more bored and 
tired. 

Slane wonders if his manner is a cover? 

He goes on, "There's no point. I don 7 have authority to change anything here. I’m 
just passing these orders along. The Marines were sent because someone thinks you are 
stupid. Are you?" 

“ You know, we are about to lose this war. Our ass has already been kicked. " 

He does his damnedest to talk soft and calm and keep the rage out of his voice. “Our 
troops are deserting on all fronts. The rich are long gone, months ago. The fucking Red 
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Cross left. Al the other relief agencies, too, the NGO’s. The poor aren’t even taking 
their meager little bit of shit. The roadsides are filled with coaches, tables, all kinds of 
decent stuff. Any day now, the enemy is going to have the entire country, and everyone 
knows that. The only people who get out are going to be. . . “ 

"Slane, l don't want ...” 

"Well, I don't give a shit what you want. Lives, buddy, are at fucking stake and a 
national security secret that could mean both our asses if it’s exposed. I in telling you 
how and I ain’t going anywhere until this is worked out. These kids are top secret and I 
know that they aren’t on the official evacuation lists because I checked, all right? They ’ll 
have regular army running the airlift, and those grunts don’t have the security clearance 
to know about them, you know? The planes can’t hold all the people in the camps, right? 
And these kids . . . combatants, are exactly the type they ’ll leave behind. They look too 
young to be soldiers. Unless I in here, no one is going to get them out. If they enemy got 

one of them to talk - which they would, of course . I have orders to kill them before 

I let that happen. ” 

“Nothing you say. “ 

"The Company can’t want that. " 

“This isn't about them, this is about your drinking problem, Slane. ” He turns to one 
of the marines and adds, “ Alcoholics always have some excuse, Sergeant Pilet. " 

“Yes, sir. ” The marine responds without taking his eyes off his target. 

He doesn't want to get all pissed off and force the kid to shoot him. 

“ The war is projected to remain stable for another six months. " Jones lied. 

Slane shook his head in disgust, kicked the ground. He wanted to kill everyone. "I 
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understand you probably got orders to lie about this, so I won’t fuck with you on it. I 
ain't gonna pretend like I'm fooled. ” 

Then he just seems to know, somehow, that the Company planned on killing them 
and there wasn't a damn thing he could do. He had known from the start that the U.S. 
could never come clean on the mission and would go to some lengths to hide their 
involvement. The best way to conceal their hand would be destroying the living 
witnesses, and that was their style - what they were known for among the other 
intelligence agencies. 

"I ’ll personally make sure the soldiers are evacuated, okay? ” Jones tells him. 

The faked not of concerned warmth in his voice makes Slane’s rage flare. “You ’re 
going to be here when they overrun this camp and come in with their bloody 
machetes? I don’t think so. I think you ’re gonna be half ways around the planet 
in some nice hotel, fucking some whore. And these kids? Know where they ’re goinna 
be? They ’re gonna be under dirt, in a fucking mass grave. ” 

Jones turns and walks away, like he’s just some drunken, crazy babbling nonsense. 

A sleep and a meal later, he was in America. The marines flew along, sitting on 
either side of him in a mostly empty cargo plane. They had orders to remain silent 
around him. They were nervous. He could tell by how scared they were of him that they 
were expecting him to try something. They walked him from the plane into the terminal 
and turned him over to his ‘Driver.’ Who was all bulked up and anned for bear, moving 
crisp and wary, eyeballing everybody, acting just like a pro expecting trouble from 


anywhere and everywhere. 
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A nurse was waiting for him in the marble lobby of an ill-lit, dingy looking Veteran’s 
hospital. She sat him down in a wheel chair, rolled him into a room that looked like a 
doctors office, antiseptic smelling, with chrome everywhere and glass bottles filled with 
cotton swabs. She took his blood pressure and gave him a shot of orange juice that cut 
through his speed buzz like it was nothing;, he felt his chin fall down onto his chest and 
then he was falling, spinning slowly down into a black, dreamless sleep. 

The tests started next morning; asking him about himself, drawing blood. The staff 
was nervous around him, at first. He was need to know, so they wouldn’t have much 
history on him, though it was obvious someone had warned them he was not someone to 
piss off. He seemed to be surprising them by staying calm and playing their game. He 
was sane. They could see it. They preferred him sane, let down their guard. 

He was pissed as hell but he was telling himself that he had to do ‘whatever’ to get back 
to the war while they were still breathing. He knew the chances were slim; told himself 
any chance at all meant he was obligated to try. The Company had sent him enough 
veiled threats about staying in right now for him to know that someone had thought it 
would be better to make him disposable as well. He didn’t worry about this now, 
knowing they wouldn’t have bothered flying him to the states for that shit. He would be 
buried in one the mass graves littering that once coutnstill that was enough for him the 
fourth day, some Asian looking doctor called him into his office and told him that they 
were going to send the test results to a committee of intelligence officers and doctors, 
who would decide if he was sane enough for combat. In a voice professional and distant, 
the doctor added that this process would take six to twelve weeks. 

Slane took that to mean that the Company had decided to keep him stateside until after 
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their little war was over, giving him no chance at all to go in and get his soldiers out. In 
an electric second he realized that chances were he would never really know what 
happened? He jumped up and picked up his chair, a brown leather wing, heavy 
motherfucker... and threw it into a huge aquarium. He couldn't stand the sight of the 
dying fish, or he would have hung around and kicked the doctor’s ass. He was probably 
lucky he didn’t, he figures. The Company wasn't exactly treating him like their most 
trusted servant anymore. There was a time he could kill just about any civilian he wanted 
to and they would cover his ass. Not that it came up much, but he wasn’t one to take any 
shit. 

He passes a black girl who reminds him of one of his soldiers and his mind flashes 
up images . . fills his head with visions. . . driving a jeep down a line of Red Cross 
issue, pup tents. . . The equatorial sun is a harsh yellow force, another enemy. The 
water in his canteen is hot, gritty from blowing sand. He is sweating in his fagigues and 
body armor. The CIA guy he's with thinks it's the drugs. Says as much and lets it go. 
Silent, gaunt refugees ’ squat in the slim shade of their tents. Green Berets are dragging 
away the biggest kids and locking them up in the trailer of a semi that he had confiscated 
from the Red Cross. A Doctor is with them, short, stout black guy, studied psychology in 
England and was always surrounded by a cloud of smoke from slim, brown cigars. The 
doctor knows enough of the language to negotiate with the parents, tells them that their 
children will be paid soldiers, and that their family is going to get cash, cars, goats . . . 
whatever it took to shut them up. Of course, none of them ever got shit. When the 
parents tried to make good, the CIA and the military just flat out denied that the marines 
and the mercenaries ever came to the camp. 
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One of the parents tries to get his kid back. He is well dressed, very dark skin, tall... 
knows enough English to tell the soldiers to leave his son alone, that he has a lawyer. 

He walks over to where the doctor is trying to interrupt the screaming man, pulls a .38 
out of his shoulder holster, and pushes the barrel into the guy’s temple and fires. Brain 
matter and blood splatters over the doctor's suit and he freaks out. 

For a while after that the doctor was sure that he was an out of control psycho, but he 
came around. 


One night he got drunk and told the doctor, “I really ought to slap the shit out of you 
for beating up little fucking kids.” The doctor was scared shitless of him after that, but he 
never would have hit the guy, no more than he would strike an officer. 

They had orders to keep the kids locked up at first, in a pre-fab, metal warehouse. 
They were eating the best food of their young lives, getting access to all the things, and 
more, that they had lost with the lives that they had lived before the war drove them into 
the squalid camp — television, video games, DVD’s, hot showers, computers. The 
atmosphere was enough for most to practically forget they had families, which was made 
easy for them by the lie that their parents were growing rich on what the Americans were 
giving them. 

During the day, he drilled them in weapons and tactics and did what he could to add 
muscle mass to their pre-puberty bodies. The doctor and his assistants took over at night, 
kept the kids straight up awake with speed, gave them lectures and beatings and prayers 
and all kinds of drug-induced suggestions. He started in on tactical training when they 
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were sure no one would go AWOL. His report on their mental state said, ‘They now 
believe that war is the highest form of worship. ’ 

They were shown films of enemy atrocities, historical dramas of the world's great 
chiefs lecturing on religion, martyrdom, and the sanctity of following the orders of their 
leaders. He didn’t even want to know everything that they were doing to them - - 
according to his security directive, he wasn’t supposed to know half of what he did. 

He led them out into a brawl of war. Three politicians going at it with slaughter 
mobs, kiddy soldiers, and anything else they could pick up and throw. 

They were stationed outside a city that changed hands so often that he wasn’t always 
sure which government he was sabotaging. They assassinated preachers, politicos, and 
journalists, blew up factories, schools, churches, and hospitals—anything to tear at the 
infrastructure of the fledgling government. They were living in an abandoned fish 
processing plant. Production had stopped in mid-stream, leaving tons of fish to rot. The 
place reeked and the rats were everywhere. Africa only beasts with the size and 
temperament of pit bulls. Between the stench and the rats, he never had to worry about 
some curious civilian coming around while they were sleeping. He even ordered more 
fish when the smell and the rats started to die down. The company came up with a pick¬ 
up filled with fish guts. George sent along nose plugs, which he didn't ask for. The kids 
were happy as hell to see those fucking blue plastic nose plugs. A couple of them had 
taken up smoking to keep from smelling the fish. 


He sits down on a bench at a bus stop and looks around to see if he can catch 
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someone reacting to his lack of motion. Across the street, half-hidden in the gray stone 
archway of an upscale apartment building, he spots a muscular guy with a buzz-cut. He 
tries to ignore him, tells himself that he can’t react even if he is being followed. He 
didn’t want to kill some grunt. He remembers finding the cadre in the back room of a 
target’s house, sitting on a bloody sofa watching a Disney cartoon, laughing clapping 
and looking just like regular kids. . . Totally ignoring the mangled corpses lying in the 
room. His favorite is a round-faced girl with almond eyes. The tangy, piss taste of her 
pussy fills his mouth. 

The Company would never tell him what happened to them. He was just going to 
have to learn to live without knowing shit. He pulls the silver flask out of his coat, 
swallows a mouthful. Whiskey hits his empty stomach heavy and syrupy, too hot. He 
leans his head back into the bench and closes his eyes. In the black behind his eyelids, 
monkeys scream and bats fly past the moon. 

He opens his eyes, shakes his head and looks up at the crowd walking past. He 
wishes one of them would mess with him, a mugger that he could fuck up without having 
to worry about local cops. 

He imagines one stops in mid-step and takes a swing, a young skinny guy with a 
goatee, wearing a dark blue suit that could easily conceal a gun, body armor. He catches 
the guy’s fist in the palm of his hand and clenches with every fucking ounce of energy. 
Shards of shattered bone erupt through the back of the target's hand and cut into his 
palm. The target transforms into all pain, screams at first, then collapses back into 
himself, passes out and goes limp. He lets go of the fist and grabs the wrist, uses it to 
swing the guy’s arm up behind the back until he hears the sharp crack of bones breaking. 
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He holds the enemy by the hair and slams karate chops into the back of the neck, 
crunches into the vertebra again, and. . . bones crack, snap. The spinal cord shatters, 
chips of bone slice into the cord of nerves inside; the body pisses, shits. The few people 
who look like they might jump in are still too afraid, staying back twenty feet or more. 
Others are running away or hiding. His coat is open and they can see his gun belts. He 
pulls a grenade out of his coat and they all back off quick. He looks out into their eyes 
and smiles as he bites down on the pin of the grenade, pulls it out with a jerk of his head, 
slides the exploding steel into the target’s shirt, lifts the guy up over his head and throws 
it out into the street. . . The enemy blows apart in front of a semi truck’s gleaming 
metal grill, the torso hits the windshield and explodes into a cloud of unraveling 
intestines, glistening coils of red and black that splatter across the crowd. The finger¬ 
less palm of a hand lands by his foot and splashes fresh red blood on his black boots. 

He feels like his hands are shaking badly. He looks at them for a long second. They 
aren’t shaking that bad. The guy in the archway is now walking toward him. His best 
defense would be to take the guy out right then and there. He has the warm metal of his 
.45 in his palm; aim a flat out kill - a trajectory into a tan wrinkle of flesh between two 
dark brown eyes. He isn’t really sure what his body is going to do for a second, then he 
pulls out his flask, takes a small sip and tells himself, ‘The enemy is in your head, keep it 
there. ’ 

A young woman with brown hair and green eyes catches him looking at her breasts, 
and then turns around after she passes and catches him looking at her ass. The next two 
blocks she walks nervously glancing back at him over her shoulder. The most normal-ass 
people seem to be walking by the bench. The men are mostly in suits, the women in gray 
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and blue dresses, all converging on a jagged, black line of skyscrapers in the distance. 
Some pass close enough to his bench to smell the woodsy stench of whisky on his breath, 
see his tapping fingers, how he’s sweating, that he hasn't combed his hair or shaved for 
days. Most watch him through their peripheral vision and act like they’re ignoring him. 
They see a man with nowhere to go, a drunk, a bum, someone to pity or avoid. He’ s 
invisible to civilians when he’s stateside. Told an operative once, "No one ever mistakes 
me for no James Fucking Bond." 



57 

Perhaps my father is innocent? 

The judge who sentenced him is afraid of black cats. 

John Gardner 

The city thins into weedy lots, industrial buildings and half-abandoned projects — 
concrete gray monoliths with more than half the windows covered in weathered, gray 
ply-board spray painted with the blue words, ‘Courtesy of Mohammed Ali’. The field 
office is a windowless brick building with the same anonymous industrial look as the 
others lining the street. He walks up to a metal door knowing he is being watched, 
expecting someone to step out and whisk him inside. He pushes the doorbell. 

A female voice comes from an unseen speaker above, “Yes?” 

“Praxis.” 

The door opens and a clean shaven agent in a blue suit coat greets him, shakes his 
hand, and leads him down a long empty white hall. He stops at a door no different than 
the others, opens it and motions Slane into a barren room with two folding chairs, a desk, 
and a small manila fde. 

First thing he does is ask about his troops. The agent can’t drop that topic fast 
enough, says he doesn’t even have the clearance to know shit about his troops. There is 
no way to tell if he is lying or not. He has to assume as much. ‘Assume they are lying' 
was his motto. 

He tells him that they want to use him stateside for a few weeks, send him on some 
kind of assault that was all secret, need to know. All they could say so far was that they 
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needed him ready to strike in Ohio, anytime from the next day until the projected strike 
date, which was six days off. 

The guy, who said his name was Mike Gorski, told him, “They might move this up at 
any time, depending on things like media exposure, etc. So they want you in the area 
ready to act, though if everything goes according to plan, you won’t be needed for a 
week. Take a vacation, you know? Just be within five hours drive of the strike zone.” 

“I can’t leave the country?” 

“No, not if... “ 

“They won’t let me go back?” 

“They didn’t tell me where you were from.” 

"Damn, this is one convenient time for them to send me someone as ass sucking 
ignorant as you.” 

The agent laughs and Slane smiles, despite of how much he wanted to kill somebody 
in the Company for fucking him over. “They want me anywhere except with my 
troops?” 

“You would know better than me, Praxis.” 

“Well, that or, professional liar that you are, you are yanking my chain, right?” 

He walks out of the building remembering the last time he went down to Indiana, 
seeing his father. He had started out drinking in St. Louis and realized it was the old 
man’s birthday, showed up unannounced at like nine in the morning on a Saturday. Pop 
came to the door in piss stained underwear. The apartment was littered with beer bottles, 
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cigarette buts, old newspapers and western novels, smelled vaguely of rot. 

Slane leans back into the plush, light brown leather seat of a Lincoln Town Car, hits 
the accelerator and flies out into a black, starless night. He reaches under the seat, grabs 
a beer, pops the top and chugs down most of the can. He’s in a hurry to get a buzz, to 
feel normal again. Takes another hit off the beer, tosses it aside and pulls out another. 
Turns on the radio and an older woman is talking, annoyed about her husband who never 
rinses out his coffee mug. Her tone implies the world is being torn apart because after 
years of marriage her husband still could do a thing that he knew bothered her, no matter 
how many times she rebuked him. She says the man in question is sitting beside her and 
now he’s telling her the radio call show is just getting her upset over nothing. She repeats 
his words like they were spoken by a lying child that anyone could see through. 

Slane turns the radio off. The woman reminds him of his mother. She was always 
telling him some boring story like a cousin buying a new shirt, or something else that he 
didn’t care about. Thinking about her one death among the thousands in his mental 
landscape makes a Bogart line from Casablanca cross his mind "The problems of three 
people don’t amount to a hill of beans in this world.” 

Leaf-heavy branches arch out over the curving gray road and create the effect of 
driving through a tunnel of glowing red and yellow. He is in a state park that he knows 
from his childhood, Pokagon, where he plans on hiking out beyond the pebbled paths and 
picnic areas, far from the tourists and rangers, to an isolated oak forest with a trickle of 
clear, dark creek running through. 
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The last time that he was in the park he was on a date with a woman from his 
hometown of Garrett Her name was . . . Cindy. . . something. She called his house 
when he was on furlough from Nam. He shouldn’t have gone. Three days before he was 
in an isolated village raping a woman to death in a public display of what happened to 
villagers who aided the cong. When he first heard the orders to do that shit, he didn’t 
think a woman could die from just getting fucked, but she did. They didn't beat her much 
at all... They made the whole village watch. They were all drinking, of course, tweaked 
on speed and weed and H. 

He remembers a pamphlet that talked about how soldiers would ‘enjoy’ interrogating 
their women more than the men. He got into the head for whatever. Like the animal they 
trained. The one inside of him that they knew about, even though he had no fucking 
idea. On his date that day, Cindy jumped into the car and gave him a kiss on the cheek 
and he started thinking about that day in the rice patties, the girls face as she slowly 
slipped down into death. The image of her destroyed his day with Cindy, left him a quiet 
presence in a uniform, drinking like hell from a case of Schlitz, staring silently out the 
window at the peaceful farms and what seemed just then like clean, small, happy lives; . 

Cindy thought he shy and mysterious. Wrote him as much. Kept on writing for 
awhile after the date, until she realized he was never gonna write her back. He doesn’t 
know what happened to her and isn’t interested enough to look her up. 

A brown wooden sign shaped like an arrow, with a bright yellow silhouette of a 
Buffalo in the center, points down a hilly road to a black asphalt parking lot. He was a 
kid the last time that he saw the buffalo. His family making the best of a rained out 
picnic, eating a bucket of cold and greasy Kentucky Fried Chicken in their boxy, used 
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Ford station wagon; their hoped for blanket on the beach turned into a parking spot in 
front of the buffalo pens. The day seems like it was in the nineties, the windows rolled 
up against the rain and the air-conditioner non-existent. His dad was smoking Raleigh’s, 
filling the steamy air in the car with thin white tendrils of instant nausea. His brother and 
his mom and him all wanted to go home. The old man was on a whisky drunk and 
having a hell of a time and wanted the people he loved to join in He was talking about 
Buffalo, telling them everything he knew ... He was convinced that they would sooner 
or later wake up and see how nice the day was really going. His drinking might even 
have been the reason they were on a picnic when it was raining? 

He remembers looking out through the windshield of the station wagon, above the 
open fields at the end of the parking lot, into a furious black thunderstorm passing over 
the park. The sky was like a movie screen filled with fast moving black clouds and 
cracks of yellow lightening; the storm was a living presence writhing and swirling over 
the forest, dwarfing the bison in their small pens. The beleaguered buffalo were 
huddled in the corner of a fenced in acre of grass, a herd of a half-dozen or so, their great 
black snouts pointed to the ground, trying to avoid the sheets of gray rain slamming into 
their backs. 

Back then he was used to walking up to them and experiencing mountains of rippling 
muscle capped with deadly horns; was still young enough to think that he knew them 
from Saturday Afternoon Westerns, and was convinced - - in a way that would start his 
heart pounding and cause him to have to run away from them sometimes — that the 
shaggy beasts wanted nothing more than to crash through the fence, go on a stampede 
and take revenge on the ones who enslaved them. 
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A painting comes into his mind, something he saw in a magazine once, a line of 
bearded frontiersmen in buckskin coats standing on a steam train, firing smoking 
flintlocks into an endless herd of dead and dying buffalo. The brown eyes of one stare 
out at him as bright red blood pours from through its black mouth. He wishes he’d never 
heard about the lost herds and feels a flash of hatred for the lesson itself - the knowledge 
that changed the shaggy behemoths from objects of awe into just another thing he pitied. 

He remembers trying to come home for good once. How he was sure that he was 
really gonna do it that time, got enrolled in Devry Technical College with the notion of 
becoming an electrician, something that he had decided to do while he was in high 
school. He got off that plane in his uniform, expecting to go home and hang it up, put on 
his civvies and be what he was before the war; that he would be filled by Garrett and 
turned back into the man he was before the war just by living the way that he always had. 
He saw a lot of veteran’s had done it, including his own father, and figured that was 
normal and so was he. Got a job doing construction, registered for classes and bought 
school books, told himself that he’d only date women who he’d want to have kids with, 
that he would get his shit together and go on. His plans didn’t included the fact that 
he’d get depressed and feel like he had to stay drunk and stoned 24/7 to even feel 
function in the real world, to do the small things. Right away he started losing jobs over 
his drinking. In six months he was getting fired from stupid shit like working as a fry 
cook. Got all drunk and wrecked his mom’s car, like three times.. . then he drove away 
from the last, a drunken accident, and the judge sentenced him to therapy at a VA 
hospital in Marion. He gladly made the three-hour drive, thinking all the way down that 
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there was some magical way to get out of feeling like he did. 

The only time that he felt like he could function was with a buzz on, and the judge was 
telling him this doctor could make him feel better. He was sure as hell ready to feel 
better. The doctor made it out like that was going to happen, too; as if he talked about his 
whole life, the words would add up to a key which would unlock the mystery of why the 
war had left him permanently feeling like shit. 

He believed him when the doctor said that with therapy, his memories would have no 
more power over him than old postcards. Of course it didn’t happen. He ended up 
thinking the doctor was trying to get him to hate himself enough to try to be someone 
else, somebody they were making up in the therapy. He had been willing to do 
everything to replace his depressing life with the made up guy’s; took pills, listened to 
relaxation tapes . . . everything the doctor said, except about quitting drinking. 

He was serious as hell when he told the guy, “If there isn’t some part of the day that 
I’m going to feel alright. I’ll blow my fucking brains out." 

That attempt at going home ended when he fucked up a guy in a bar fight and the 
judge made him choose between prison and re-enlisting... Not that it was his fault, even 
though he couldn’t convince anyone of that fact. The whole stupid affair was a 
misunderstanding all the way. He was in a bar where he could remember going to get 
his dad when he was a kid; a rectangle of twenty-four hour dimness with black painted 
windows, cracked plastic covered red padded stools, jukebox, pool table, and a row of 
semi-legal slot machines. 

He had just come in the bar and had to piss bad from all the beer he’d already drank. 

In his hurry he bumped into an old childhood friend, Dave Daly, a bully who grew up 



64 

into a small town tough guy who liked to get drunk and fight. Especially since he was 
usually out drinking with his two brothers, who were just as crazy and made sure he 
didn’t lose. 

Slane had been away for three years and come back all changed. Everyone was 
always telling him he looked sad. People seemed almost wary of him, like he was going 
to go weird on them. Ele seldom spoke to anyone at the bar, but he was always polite 
when he did. He was pretty sure that he said, “Excuse me,” when he bumped into Daly, 
because he was good that way. His mother. It had helped him in the military, at least 
back when he was active duty. He can remember his mother once smacked him in the 
back of the head for not holding the door for a woman. But it didn’t really matter 
whether Daly just didn’t hear him, or what. What happened happened, and he dealt 
with it the best he could. Daly’d read the newspaper articles about the medals and how 
he was an expert in hand to hand combat, everyone had... he just figured his brothers 
would jump in. 

Daly took his not saying anything when they bumped each other as a sign that Slane 
didn’t feel like he had to, told his friends, “Boy’s forgotten how to show respect to the 
people around him. Thinks he’s better than everybody, just stays off by himself." 
Everyone at the table agreed with Daly when he said that Slane needed to get his ass 
kicked, if for no other reason than just to bring him down from the small pedestal of the 
article about his medals. 

He forgot about bumping into Daly altogether, barely notice him at all, walked out of 
the bathroom, looked around for a found a spot at the bar and made a beeline for his next 


drink. 
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Daly came up behind him, made a fist and started to pull his ami back, preparing to 
sucker punch him with a round house. He started to swing . . . Slane’s body reacted in 
an explosion of moves. He spun around and grabbed Daley's right ann, brought his fist 
down on his forearm and shattered the bone. Grabbed the other ann and did the same. 
Threw him to the ground and stomped his right shin into a grotesque compound fracture. 
Picked up the screaming mess and threw him into the glass face of the jukebox, cutting 
open his forehead. And he did it all without what he thought of as himself even being 
consulted. Like he told them in court, he was trained to respond to attack by the military 
in exactly the manner he had, and nobody had ever explained how to shut that off. 

After the fight, he sat down on his stool and finished his beer, listening as the 
bartender called the cops and explained that one of his customers had assaulted another. 
Behind him, he could hear Daly’s brothers’ blaming him for everything. One really 
drunken guy kept saying over and over, “Dave didn’t do nothing to you man. Nothing. 
Dave didn’t do nothing to you, man. Nothing.” None of them would come near him. 

By the cops arrived, the crowd pretty much had the story the brothers’ were feeding 
them down, called him ‘one of those weirdo Vietnam vets, who had just plain gone crazy 
and attacked Daly for no good reason at all. He had his back to them, watching in the 
bars smudged, greasy mirror, listening as they changed everything around and made him 
the villain. Daly did look like he was gonna die, but Slane knew he wouldn’t. He had 
broke the same bones on captives who he wanted to incapacitate but keep alive enough so 
torture would still work during interrogation. Daly could live up to 36 hours with his 
wounds untreated. 

They kept asking him why? And though he ignored them, answers kept coming to 
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mind, like a navy seal chart showing how to break the exact bones that he had, and how 
he had only been out of the war six months, after three years.... Mostly he wanted to 
tell them that that was not him attacking Daly, just some machine inserted into him by the 
army to fight a war. His calm demeanor seemed to piss everybody off later, like he 
didn’t give a shit or something. . When he finished his beer, he pulled out a ten, sat it on 
the counter, and leaned across the bar to poor himself another draft. There just wasn’t 
anything that he could do. 

The first squad car showed up and Daly’s friends started saying how he hadn't even 
thrown a punch. All they saw was Daly walk up to where he was sitting, than him 
suddenly jump up and tear the guy apart. He tried to tell the cops that he knew the punch 
was coming when Daly balled up his fist and twisted his right shoulder back. That pissed 
one of them off, an older cop with glasses and a paunch. He started some stupid lecture 
on how seeing a guy make a fist wasn't reason enough to kill him. 

. His family brought him food and shit. He could tell they were a little relieved he 
was gone, thought as much after he asked them how things were going at home, and they 
were a little too quick to say that things at home were ‘just wonderful.’. The first few 
days in the stinking cell, he couldn’t sleep and felt like was going to crazy without a 
drink. He spent thirty-seven days in the cell, went halfway through a trial. . . 

Slane isn’t sure how the CIA heard about what was happening to him? They'd 
approached him just before he left the military, with an offer to make ‘some serious 
money’ doing mercenary work, and he'd turned them down, was all anxious to get home 
and forget about the war. At the time he was feeling lucky he'd finished his tours of duty 
without getting crippled or killed. 
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This time they came into his vomit and piss stinking cell, handed him a Cuban cigar 
and an open bottle of scotch, showed him a brochure of a tropical island and a check and 
an American Express and a plane ticket. Told him, ‘‘You’ll need at least three weeks 
vacation after this, alright? We’ll contact you down there. To everyone around here, 
we’re going to say that you are returning to active duty with the Navy, but you'll be 
making about three hundred times what you were. We can leave now. I’ve already 
talked to the judge, and he’s willing to suspend your sentence until such time as you 
receive an honorable discharge.” 

He handed him the tickets and that brochure with a white beach and shit in that 
cramped, smelly cell. . . There wasn’t nothing like a choice involved in his going back. 

They walked right out of the police station, got in a limosine, closed the window and 
turned music so the driver couldn't hear them . "That check is paying you half up front 
now for the first mission, so you'll have plenty of cash." 

They put him back on operation Phoenix, and the only difference he noticed was that 
the faces of his men had changed slightly, grown younger. They sent him out to train 
newbies how to become search and destroy machines, considered him one of the best 
soldiers in the unit, a guy they wanted at their back. Leading a line of silent killing 
machines through the jungle, hearing birds and monkeys he knew as well as all of the 
natural sounds of the forest, he had felt more at home than stateside. Back soldiering, 
he lost a feeling that had been growing stronger all the time he was stateside, a shame for 
himself almost, a way of looking at himself that had come out of the therapy as much as 
his drunken life . . . like he was some vague kind of cripple? 

His family was happy to see him back in the military. Everyone said it was the right 



decision. They sure as hell didn’t know what to do with him. His mom even wrote a 
letter to the judge thanking him for his wisdom. 



It has become almost a truism to say that television, by showing the terrible truth. . . 
caused America’s disillusionment with the war. Depending on whether the appraisal has 
come from hawk or dove, television has been either blamed or applauded. 

Edward Epstein 

He lies on his back looking up through the yellow and brown leaves, sips whiskey and 
watches grey clouds drift through a blue sky. He’s come down enough to accept that his 
troops were murdered and there wasn’t going to be no pay-back, no justice, no revenge . . 
. no good reason at all. Just the simple fact that they were dead. A pounding in his chest 
starts up, moves into his temples and begins to feel like a headache. He pours in a 
mouthful of whisky, swallows and feels wannth in his stomach, on his forehead, gags, 
feels like it’s coming back up, breathes deep and slow, lays on his back and stares up into 
a canopy of sun glowing leaves. A memory lurches up through the drunk. 

He was standing on a branch as thick as his waist, in the top of a jungle canopy, 
looking down through a pair of night vision binoculars. Everything is florescent green: 
soldiers, rows of tents, campfires. He focuses in on a face that he knows, an Austrian 
mercenary who he ’d fought beside in another war. He’s just swam across a quarter mile 
of cold, chaotic waves to locate an enemy’s camp and send the co-ordinates back to a 
ship that was ready to launch a shit storm of missiles. He watches the Austrian knowing 
his old comrade is fourteen minutes from dead. A monkey screams and they both jump. 
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He works with the Austrian on a Company contract, with a squad of mercenaries 
from armies on all sides of the globe. The ones he gets to know are all speed freaks 
and drunks, crazy motherfuckers . . . 

He hunches down on the floor of the cargo plane, his chute pulling at his shoulders 
as he leans his head back into a steel wall and feels the engine vibrate through his skull. 
An operative, Hoskins, briefs them. " We ’re going to locale and apprehend the murderers 
of an EXXON survey crew. They ’re part of a nomadic group that we believe is being 
armed by the Soviets. We expect to come up against trained soldiers and Cuban 
advisors ." 

They parachute into the sand in full body armor and bulky gas masks, move smooth 
and fast up and over powdery, moon-grey dunes. The enemy is camped out in a valley. 
The work starts with taking the high ground. They move up the dunes expecting to find 
sentries, running infrared scans every few feet. . . there are none. They just jog up to 
the top and set up in the dunes over-looking the encampment. 

He's assigned to provide security for Hoskins and the translator. He doesn ’1 know the 
operative, but since they’re both Americans, the guy talks to him like they are old 
buddies. “There sure as hell aren’t any Cuban advisors here. They wouldn’t have left 
these dunes unprotected. ” 

They ’re a couple hundred yards up, seeing an unsuspecting group of people gathered 
around a bonfire. The flames are higher than a man. They wear white robes that reflect 
the fire and make them look like human outlines offlickering red and yellow flames. He 
thinks about how he isn’t sure how to tell the women and children from the men? It 
doesn’t end up making any difference. 
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A Nigerian conies over and gives the results of a weapons scan of the camp. "They 
only have two rifles. I am also seeing what I think are metal spear heads and arrows. ” 
Word goes out about the scan and a few of the mercenaries start laughing. 

Hoskins orders the translator to ask the tribe to surrender the killers. The translator 
uses a blow horn, his voice thunders down into the camp and every single one of them 
jerks around and looks up into the darkness. They jump around a bit and there's yelling, 
screaming . . . after a few seconds of chaos, one older male voice shouts down the rest 
and a few gather close to the fire and talk among themselves. There are women crying, 
kids screaming. One steps away from the others, looks up at the dune top and starts 
yelling. He can't see the guys face, but he sounds old. 

The translator tells Hoskins, “He’s saying . . . He’s warning us . . . they will kill us 
if we attack. He’s telling me about how strong his gods are . . . He just said, basically, 
that there is no way in hell they are going to turn these men over. ” 

It’s obvious there ain’t no fight out there at all. Hoskins orders the Merc’s to fire into 
the sand around the tribe to let them know what was waiting for them up in the dunes. 
The white roar of machine guns fills the night; red and blue bullet tracer’s burn arches 
down from the dune tops, impact in small explosions of earth. Sand and fire start to fill 
the valley with an orange and red cloud. He can barely make out the people. 

Hoskins orders a cease-fire, has the translator ask the tribe to surrender the killers 
again. They don’t even listen. They ’re gathering in four groups, getting ready to 
charge up the dunes. He can hear some kind of war cry. The translator tells Hoskins, 
“They’re warning us about, god. " 

Hoskins gets on the radio and calls whoever was issuing his orders. 
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He’s standing close enough to hear without listening. The conversation fills him with 
a steely feeling that he gets when he’s about to force his body to do something that his 
mind doesn’t want nothing to do with. 

"The Soviet connection is a crock of shit. Maybe 200? No press coverage of this 
tribe has appeared in the locals for nine months and there's no record of them ever 
appearing in the international press. Yes, the translator’s security clearance. They 
want to start drilling in two months. Yeah, if we had twenty years I’d just sit them in front 
of televisions. That’s what l in saying. We don’t have to worry about a generation of 
terrorists. Lawsuits, yeah . . . they ’d have to evolve about a thousand years. I have my 
orders? 10-4. " 

Hoskins puts the radio in a case on his belt, pulls the bullhorn away from the 
translator, turns it up loud as hell ands screams, "Fire at will!" 

Grenades illume billowing white cloth covered in flickering flames. An M-16 bucks 
hard against his shoulder. He hears screams, curses and moans, something like a 
prayer. . . And finally a voice filling the void between explosions and gun-bursts, 
Hoskins yelling, "Cease Fire, Cease. . .” 

A squad searches the camp and locates just seven of them who are still fit enough to 
be interrogated. 

Hoskins orders him to do the bloodiest shit, tells him, "Don’t worry about keeping 
anyone alive. “ 

The translator freaks out when the cutting starts. Says he won’t be a part of it. 

Hoskins tells him, “The Company has to make absolutely certain that there is no 
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Soviet Connection. We can ’t change our orders. You push this I'll have this guy start 
the cutting on you. He’s an expert. “ 

He slices and gouges until they will say anything to stop the horror show. Four live. 
The translator is a crying mess. The rest of them are stone cold military. When they 
finish up the last one, Hoskins makes another call. "Nothing here. We 're coming in. 
Thanks. ” He slides the radio onto his belt, pulls a .45 out of a holster, pushes the 
translator down onto his knees, steps back, aims into the head and fires. 

Fresh blood splatters across the brown encrusted shit on his shoulders. Him and the 
Austrian get the orders to destroy the leftovers. The prisoners are sprawled out on bone 
white sand under 110 degrees of hard sun, chained together at the ankles, the living held 
down by the weight of the dead and the dying. The Austrian is pouring kerosene on them. 
The second one starts moaning and trying to push herself away. She can barely move. 
They 're naked; flesh burned bright red by the sun, lips gone cut off bloody teeth exposed. 

. . The Austrian sets down the kerosene, takes out a book of matches and lights one up. 

The prisoner has no eyelids, can’t help but watch the Austrian. She keeps dying to 
use her legs to push away from the dead. 

He thinks about how pretty she was before. . . starts saying something to the 
Austrian about shooting them first. 

The Austrian starts laughing. “Mercy from the lips of the man who did this? I 
will buy you a drink later. ” He throws the match on her tit and red and yellow tendrils 
flow up her neck, over her exposed teeth, through gouges in her cheeks, into her blood 
matted hair, down the chain to the next prisoner, and the next. . . The screams are right 
there, loud as hell. The Austrian starts trying to tell him something and he can’t hear. 
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They walk off about twenty yards, far enough that he can tell what the Austrian is saying 
over the screams.. "I got crabs from piece of ass in Thailand. Usually a bitch give me a 
disease, it mean a serious ass kicking, but this whore, she such a good fuck, l take her 
some ointment. ” 

He can’t believe the Austrian can just ignore the screams. He finally pulls his M-16 
down off his shoulder, aims into the screaming, opens fire and holds the trigger down 
until the only sound left in the desert is the roar of his gun. 

On the last night before the mission, he cleans up in the creek the best he can, puts on 
some clean clothes, gets a room at the Potawatami Inn, goes to the dining room, orders 
rare filet mignon, a bottle of wine, cake, and a baked potato .When he is almost done 
eating, he calls room service again, this time for a bottle of Jack Daniels and a six pack of 
beer. Spends the evening with the shades drawn tight, watching television, mostly just 
switching from channel to channel, catching glimpses of worlds that had nothing to do 
with the war. Just before passing out, when he was too deep into the drunk for him to 
ever remember, he sees an Aryan featured woman giving a newscast about all the news 
that wasn't the news that he wanted to hear — nothing about anywhere but the states and 
then mundane fires and floods; nothing about Africa, let alone American backed 
guerrillas losing a secret war in the Congo, or mercenaries, covert armies ... He starts 
talking to the beautiful stranger in a low, whispery monotone. The alcohol tells him that 
he’s speaking a truth he could only accept when he was shit faced. "1 joined the Navy to 
avoid getting drafted into the army, because 1 didn’t want to be a ground soldier in a 
fucking jungle. I thought maybe I’d learn a trade, work on a boat, and see the world. 
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They didn’t even ask me if I wanted to be a Seal. I tested high on their intelligence tests, 
and was whoever they wanted me to be on the personality tests. Physically, I was above 
average, too, from lifting weights for wrestling in school. I just started receiving orders 
to report for training. No one said what it was for. You go to fucking jail for refusing an 
order, and you can’t question 'em, so they trained me and by the end of that trail of brutal 
shit, I was a Seal. 1 wanted to kill, destroy . . . They taught me marching songs, to hate 
the enemy, to stay Gung Ho, to get drunk and laid and stoned. But nobody asked this 
fucking Indiana boy’s opinion on jack-shit. Nobody.” 
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The act of terrorism against persons begins with public insults, quarreling with or 
shouting down the political adversary, disruption or hindrance of teaching at schools and 
universities, anonymous threats, and organized character assassination. This extends, in a 
gradual escalation, to include kidnapping, torture, and killing . . . 

Modem Irregular Warfare 

Slane drives to a restaurant outside of Toledo, Ohio, and finds his contact waiting in 
a black Chevy Caprice. He’s fifty some, has gray hair around a bald palate, dark circles 
under cold blue eyes, worry lines carved in his forehead, around his mouth. He motions 
for Slane to pull up beside him and rolls down his window. “Go ahead and leave that 
boat out back of the restaurant, the car you’re going to be using has to fit your cover. We 
have one installed in the operation zone. They said that you would have your own 
weapons?” 

“Yea. “ 

“Well, just take what you need for a couple close in hits. We have a .357 we want you 
to use, as well as, whatever you bring.” 

"They gonna be shooting back?” 

"That depends how well our plan works, or even more precisely - by how quick you 
move. That’s a no, probably.” 

“Do 1 need body armor?” 

“I wouldn’t bother. The guy keeps a deer rifle by his door, but we have a cover that 
will make you look like a friendly until you're in a position to surprise him. Go into the 
bathroom and change into this gray suit. Comb your hair. I put some Brillcream in the 
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pocket to make your hair flat, neat, you know, like a salesman.” 

"The gear I leave in this car, am I ever going to see it again? There’s shit in here that 
I want.” 

"I'll drive you back here personally, okay? They're on a farm out in bum fuck." 

They hit the highway headed south. The operative leans back in his seat, his forearm 
resting on the edge of an open window. "Your brief is there on the dash." 

He picks up a manila envelope and takes out two 8x10s. The first is an obese man in 
his sixties wearing a blue trucker’s cap with ‘Peterbilt’ on the brim. 

"He’s Primary. Then there is his wife, who made the list, as well. The only danger 
will come if he thinks that you're Company. That won't happen, though.” 

Slane has to really look at the photo of the woman to get a few distinguishing 
features, finally decides on gray hair in a ponytail and pink glasses with thick, rectangular 
lenses. 

"They want this to look like a coke dealer is killing someone who ripped him off. 
They got it in their heads that means mutilation, to send a message. That's the press leak. 
We have the.357 with hollow points for you, in the car, so a few head shots at close range 
will be good enough for our purposes.” 

“What did they do?” 

"Classified. Here’s your cover - Jim Hirtz. Identify yourself as a new salesman 
from ConAgra, a seed company. Tell him that you aren’t trying to sell anything, just 
making a 'courtesy call 1 on established customers, and then add real quick that he’s going 
to get a free clock. There's a clock in the car that you can hold up to show him. If he 
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questions you at all, plead the ignorance of a new salesman and watch for movement 
toward the shotgun, which is just inside the door. You shouldn’t need the cover very 
long— maybe a minute, probably less. We don’t expect the second target to provide you 
with a fight. The other thing we need to discuss is the Gennan shepherd; consider that 
fucking dog a hostile. It tore into one of the guys and he couldn’t do anything, because 
we couldn't alert the Farmer. I told him I’d pass along that he’d like some pay back.” 

“ Any other animals you want me to kill? Maybe some cow pissed you off, too?”” 

“You’d better kill this one right after the Farmer, he has it trained to go for the 
jugular. You have everything from the briefing?" 

"Yes." 

“Yea, this guy is too old and slow to be a problem for you. He doesn’t expect anyone 
is coming, either, though he knows he’s pissed somebody off, probably. He reminded 
me of these elephants in . . . it doesn’t matter if I tell you, I guess. I was in Nigeria and 
these fucks were shooting these elephants full of painkillers so that they could make them 
work with broken bones. I was so fucking glad when they weren’t on our side, 
anymore.” 

“ I never let my soldiers so much as shoot a dog, really.” 

“Shit, no, me neither. I’ve had dogs since I was a kid.” 

They exit the highway at Bowling Green, Ohio, and drive out into a terrain of flat, 
dark brown fields. He can see for miles and miles on all sides. They’re the only car in 
sight. "You’ve been tailing the Farmer out here?" 

"No, just in town. When he was out here, we used a satellite hook up. We're getting 
close to the zone of operations. When I drop you off, walk down to the bam. You'll 
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have a great view of the farm from in there. We knocked a few holes in the boards when 
we were doing our surveillance. You have infra-red binoculars?" 

"Yeah." 

"There’s another pair in the car, which we’ve been keeping in this barn. Go in with 
your cover, make the hits. Ten minutes, maximum, including the drive, okay? We’re 
ready to stop potential witnesses before they can reach the scene, but its all the better if 
no civilians get involved- which means, do this as quickly as is safe.” 

They pull over alongside a tractor trail, an unplowed strip of earth covered by dry and 
withered weeds that stretches out into the muddy fields some fifty yards and ends in a in 
a grove of weeping willow trees half-hiding a weathered gray barn. "The farmer lives 
right across the field. Good hunting." 

He gets out, nods to the agent, turns away and walks down to the bam. Inside, sun 
streams through loose and gone boards in the roof and walls. The car is an older, 
slightly rusted Buick with a Conagro parking permit in the window — perfect for a 
straggling salesman. He can see the farmyard through the hole in the back wall. On a 
horizon of brown fields, the farm is a square of green with a white aluminum sided house, 
red sheds and bams, two cars, a truck, a tractor, a combine ... a German Shepherd runs 
out from behind the largest bam, the black and tan blur makes a loping half-circle around 
a huge oak in the front yard, then rans back the way it came and disappears from view. 

He takes out infrared binoculars, aims at the house and slowly scans down from the 
attic, making it to the first floor before a red light flashes in his upper left field of vision; 
visual focus on the window closest to the detected human heat looks through a blur of 
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white lace curtains at a console television covered with statues of horses, photos of kids 
in front of Kmart sunsets and mountain-scapes, a couple in a wedding outfit, a plate with 
a picture of Mount Rushmore, the brown fabric of an armrest, blue jeans, a roll of fat in 
the mid-section of an over-weight male. . . He shifts to the next window and the red 
indicator light flashes again. He visually focuses on a finger — thin, wrinkled, liver 
spotted, frail—nervously tapping on the wooden armrest of a chair. He shoves the 
binoculars into his coat pocket, pulls out the flask, takes a hit and tells himself, "Well, 
let's go." 

He turns into a gravel driveway that loops up in front of the house and the German 
shepherd runs straight at him, barking loud and serious, jumps up at his window and 
snaps bright white teeth over saliva slick black jowls. He parks adjacent to the front 
porch. 

A silver screen door opens a few inches and a man’s voice yells out, 

"What do you want?" 

He makes a show of looking afraid as he rolls down his window an inch and yells, "I 
usually get along pretty well with dogs. I've never had one act like that toward me." 

"This ones trained." 

"I've never been around one that was trained.” 

"She wouldn't have done no more than bark at you, unless I told her to attack." 

"Well, don't do that." 

"Don't give me no reason to, and I won't." 

"Sir, maybe I should just come back another time?” 
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“You really don’t have to worry about the dog.” 

"I'm a new salesman with ConAgra, out making calls on established customers. I'm 
not trying to sell anything. In fact, I’m giving away these fancy clocks. They're 
absolutely free." 

"Free, huh? When 1 buy what? “ 

"No, sir, I’m just here to introduce myself. I’m not usually this afraid of dogs. If 
you want, I can just hand you the clock through the window and leave." 

The Farmer shoves two fingers into his mouth and lets out a smooth, low to high 
whistle. The shepherd stops barking and looks up at the house. The Farmer points at his 
feet and the dog breaks into a run that takes it leaping up over the steps and onto the 
porch. 

The target steps outside and pats the dog on it's back. 

"Is it okay for me to get out?" 

"Yeah. I’ve never sicked her on anybody. What kind of clock are we talking about 
here, any way?" 

"Real wood." 

"You might as well just tell me what you’re selling - some special, right?” 

Slane opens the door, steps away from the car, aims a .357 into the target’s left eye 
and fires. The head explodes into red and white chunks, splatters back across the white 
aluminum siding. A howling black blur flies off the porch, coming straight at his face. 
He shifts aim and fires into the beast's chest. Impacting hollow points stop the shepherd 
in mid-air, where it hangs suspended for a long moment, then falls. 
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A sprint and a leap and he is slamming through the door, charging into the house. The 
living room is empty, and so is the dining room, a closet. The kitchen door is closed. He 
presses his ear against the warm wood and listens until he’s convinced that he’d have 
heard even a breath, then steps back and kicks the door open. 

The room looks empty. He takes out the binoculars and scans the house from the 
attic to the basement. She’s gone. He goes to a window over the sink with a view of the 
farm and scans sheds, vehicles, trees . . . locates her hiding in the largest bam. 

As he crosses the lawn, he yells out in a voice that’s meant to sound like an authority, 
someone to tmst, "Mrs. Perry, I'm with the FBI. I'm sorry your husband was wounded, 
Mam.” 

The sound of metal scraping against metal comes from inside the bam, then stops 
and starts, stops and starts again. 

“The sooner we end this, the quicker we can get him to a hospital. He’s barely 
breathing, but I think he’ll be okay if we can get him in before he bleeds to death. He 
looks worse than he is, okay? We thought he was reaching for a gun. You have to 
surrender. One person wounded is enough, Mrs. Perry. Put your hands on your head and 
come on out of the bam. You can tell your side of this to the judge, alright?” 

Another scan shows her in the front center quadrant of the structure. He pictures the 
area in his mind and realizes that the scraping sounds came from her stmggle to close the 
huge front doors. The frailty of her tapping finger comes to mind and a spasm of self- 
hate fills his chest. “Right now, all of us have to just put away our weapons and talk 
about what's happened, try to make some sense of this. You aren’t wanted yet, Mam. 
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Don’t end up in prison over this. Lay down the shotgun. Come on out of there, let's end 
this without anyone else getting hurt" 

Footsteps come from out behind the bam. 

He breaks into a sprint that takes him around the back comer, where he stops on the 
edge of a field that a recent rain has turned into thick, black muck. Her back is to him and 
she doesn’t know he’s there. She’s struggling for every step in that sucking earth, 
waving her arms at her side, fighting for every step in the sucking earth. He looks out the 
way she's running. There’s nothing. Just miles and miles of black plow lines running off 
toward empty horizons. He figures that she’s just mnning anywhere away. Raises the 
pistol straight off his shoulder and fires. Bullets hit her yellow dress and spit out puffs of 
red mist. The force of impact pushes her up off the ground, makes her look as if she’s 
about to fly off up into the blue sky, and then shoves her face-first down into the mud. 

A vehicle approaches from the north. He takes out the binoculars and focuses on 
the agent holding a six-pack of Budweiser out the window of a van. He walks back to the 
driveway to meet them. As they pull in, he’s handed an open beer through the window. 
“You kill this beer in one take and I’m buying tonight. There’s a strip joint, an alright 
one, within walking distance of the hotel." 

“You’d better have a wad of money, boy.” He brings the can to his lips, tilts his head 
back, pours in mouthful after mouthful of cold bitterness, swallows fast and thirsty until 
it’s gone, pulls the can away from his lips and sees a beefy guy in brown fatigues step out 
from behind the van with an M-16 aimed into his face. He looks into the quivering black 
hole of the barrel and orange fire erupts. 
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That corpse you planted last year in your garden? 
Has it begun to sprout? Will it bloom this year?" 


T. S. Eliot 

“Computer: Voice activation. File - evaluation of Decon. Preliminary notes. 
Execute the direct witnesses and force the press to back off by whatever means 
necessary. Banal, so fucking banal. I waste myself here. After merely reading the 
synopsis, I already know the scenario that we will use. Computer: open a line with my 
assistant.” 

"Hello Samuel” 

"Before I start looking into the original source documents, I'd like to hear what you 
have to say about this new one." 

" The primary character, Bill Perry, read the media coverage on Iran Contra and 
probably the books that came out too, and wanted to get some more money from his 
labor, since, after-all, he was there risking his neck for what some of his press release 
calls a 'noble cause.' The difference between Bill and the ghost writer is, of course, the 
farmer’s Loyalty Oath. He flew 12 covert missions and swore a Loyalty Oath each time 
saying he understood that he would be executed on the spot for breaking national security 
silence. This book, if we pressed it, could get him anything from life to an electric chair. 
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but since he isn't revealing anything new, I suggest that we work with a publisher to edit 
out the more objectionable aspects of the text, then pay them off. Without an advertising 
budget, it'll quietly die." 

"I'm not sure that the tank will see this the same way. You weren't involved in Iran 
Contra, but the president's father and a lot of his friends were. The damage control was 
extensive, deadly. If they have the option of a 'one hundred percenter,' they'll take it. 
Anything else?" 

"There is also just buying the book from them, then never publishing it." 

"That would require life time monitoring of both the writer and the farmer to make 
sure they don't use the material somewhere else. That's expensive. I'll call you later with 
my decisions. Out." 

Samuel gets up from his desk, an oak affair with a 24 inch monitor. Around him is 
a three level suite with a bar, weight machines, pin ball machines, libraries, satellite 
hook-ups . . . Dirty clothes and reports and newspapers and files cover the furniture. 
Two couches are filled with books and research on his ‘critical to read’ list. He barely 
noticed the suite. “I’ll be expected to recommend a means to hunt down rouge words 
and bury them in an anonymous grave. The tank will order it regardless of whatever I 
suggest..” He goes to the window and opens the shades. From the 59th floor, he looks 
down into the shadow of his building, a darkening monolith flowing out across the 
rolling lawns, into the black underbrush of the surrounding forest, where thick Autumn 
leaves hide patrolling soldiers, barbed wire, land mines, attack dogs, soldiers, cameras . . . 
He clasps his hands behind his back, rocks back onto the heels of his bare feet, then down 
and up onto his toes, then back onto his heels; the gesture is southern graceful, a vague 
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remnant of childhood that he’d caught himself indulging in since he moved into the 
compound. 

Decon basically entailed an ex-CIA agent who hired a ghostwriter to chronicle a 
cocaine for guns swap that the CIA pulled off in Texas, during Reagan’s covert assistant 
to the Contras. The FBI passed along the intelligence on the upcoming book, after 
coming across a radio interview show that they were monitoring due to another guest, 
who was attracting white supremists that they were tracking for a file of Radical 
Sympathizers. 

A publisher had been ready to go with the book. They had since changed their minds, 
after reading a 'top secret' report tying the ex-agent to an underground white supremist 
group; the publisher was convinced that the book chronicled the ravings of a right wing, 
white supremist.. 

He doesn’t like the name of the mission. There is a note of misguided humor that 
detracts from the gravity, makes the deaths less real, easier to order. He tells himself to 
have his chief of staff talk to the assistant, though it’s exactly the sort of thing he knows 
that he'll never remember to do. He goes back to the computer and pulls up a synopsis of 
the ghostwriter’s life that his assistants have prepared. The writer looked harmless. 
Never arrested. Worked at the same factory for over ten years and published stories on 
the side. This was evidently making his first attempt at ghostwriting. ‘They fall through 
a trap door in their seemingly ordinary worlds,’ he thinks. ‘David Michael Gilbert has 


no idea that he is at war with the United States of America. ’ 
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Sometimes he grew almost fond of the people that he discovered during his research. 
Regardless of his feelings, fulfilling his orders often required executions — no matter 
how young, old, patriotic, or just plain likable. 

He pulls up a list of what the Company has gathered on the writer. Tax forms from The 
Shake Shop, some job he had in high school, phone records, notes on the manuscript, journals, 
publications, high school grades, and Iowa test scores . . . The obviously pertinent documents 
are marked. 

He looks at a transcript of a radio interview with the writer and the farmer, a late-night talk 
program on a college station in Toledo, Ohio. 


AFFADAV6/10/20C09/ ECO/F B 


TWO AM 

3498 FM,WBGSU 
Audience estimate: 250 

CHRISTOPHER HANS BAHNSEN /314-76-8936: 

Hello again. This is Chris B's voice coming out of your 
dashboard, ear phones, stereo, metal plates, or any other 
device suitable for receiving radio waves. Our guests are 
two local men who have written a book-actually, unpublished 
manuscript. Bill Perry claims that while doing contract 



labor for the CIA, he flew an airplane loaded with cocaine 
from Guatemala, to a ranch in Texas. You've all heard of 
the Cocaine, CIA connection? Is this history, or bunk- 
where do you weigh in, my loyal. Two Am listeners? Let me 
know. Set your speed-dial on 862-8595 and start hitting 
flash and redial. If you've been good, the karma will be 
with you and you'll get to ask our guests-or myself-for an 
opinion on your own pet conspiracy theory. 

GILBERT: We aren't conspiracy theorists. Bill doesn't 

know anything about UFO's, the gnomes of Munich, or how 
many people fired into Kennedy's head. He has a story, 
about Iran-Contra, which is true, and you can take it for 
what it's worth. 

BAHNSEN: This press release says that the CIA smuggled 

cocaine into LA and released the crack plague on the black 
community. Now, if the government dealing drugs isn't a 
conspiracy, then I'm going to need a new definition for the 
term. 

GILBERT: Look, my agent is trying to sell the book and he 
has his way of doing things, okay? He takes the most vivid 
parts and plays them up, like anyone trying to sell 
something to our idiotic market. 
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BAHNSEN: So, now you're saying the CIA 

GILBERT: We say that they did end up having a small part 

in doing just that, regardless of their intentions. Our 
Book is the facts, you know? People in the CIA protested 
this, too. 

BAHNSEN: My grampa might say. You have a pig in your lap 
and you're telling us it's a chicken. 

GILBERT: You know, Chris, when I was writing short 

stories, no one thought I was unbalanced. In fact, people 
kind of assumed I knew what I was talking about. I always 
did my homework, etc . . . now, it's like I'm carrying 

around a sign saying, 'The world ended last Tuesday.' I 
planned on keeping my talking to a minimum. Bill, why don't 
you ..." 

BAHNSEN: Bill, how did you get a gig like working for the 

CIA? Did you answer an ad asking for a spook, or what? 
PERRY: I was going to try to tell my story from beginning 

to end, in sequence, like Dave and me planned. 

GILBERT: Go ahead. Bill. 

PERRY: A guy came up to me in a bar in Korea and said that 
he'd heard I was one of the best low-to-the-ground pilots 
in the Army. I was better than the guys who I went through 
basics with because I started flying a crop duster back 
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when I was a teenager. I explained to him about the crop 
dusting. 

BAHNSEN: In the press release, you say that you can't 

talk about your other missions - what's up with that? 

PERRY: A lot of what I know is covered by my Loyalty 

Oath. 

GILBERT: That translates to mean that it would be illegal 

for Bill to talk about covert activity. 

BAHNSEN: Then why are you writing about cocaine? 

PERRY: I wouldn't be talking about the Contra's if all 

this hadn't already come out in other books. I just 

figured, if it's all out any ways, why shouldn't a soldier 
who was there make a little something off it, you know . . 

Lot's of ex-soldiers write books. 

GILBERT: Bill, you were going to describe the flight into 

El Salvador? 

PERRY: Yea. Well, when they called me up, all I was told, 

at first, was that a battalion of soldiers were trapped in 
enemy territory and needed guns. 

BAHNSEN: You didn't know which war you were going into? 

GILBERT: At any one time on this planet, America is 

fighting or backing someone just about everywhere, you 
know? They called him up to make this flight after 
Congress cut off the money for the Contra's to halt funding 



91 


of their nun-killing death squads. That's the army that the 
operative was talking about when he called Bill. The CIA 
put this army together, the Contras, and all of a sudden 
Congress wanted us to leave them at the mercy of the enemy? 
Reagan decided to just take the war covert. From that 
point on, the war was illegal. Go on with the story. 

PERRY: They told me that I would be flying out of Texas. I 
took my twin engine duster down there, but they had planes 
already. Southern Texas, in the back-desert. There were 
six cargoes. We flew out in formation, following a 
Colombian pilot down there. He had a guy from MI on his 
plane with him. The strip . . . 

GILBERT: MI is Military Intelligence. Go on. 

PERRY: The strip was in a jungle, cut into the trees. When 
we first got there, we had to circle until they removed 
this green camouflage netting. You couldn't see the 
landing strip until they took that stuff off. It was just 
a thin line of brown mud. We were unloaded by soldiers, 
who I guess were Contra's - since the arms were for them. 
When we were empty, this transport truck pulled up, all 
filled with burlap bags. The soldiers started putting 
these bags in the planes. At first, I didn't know what was 
in them. It ain't the kind of situation where you can ask 


a question. 


I wouldn't have known if one of the soldiers 
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hadn't dropped a bag off the truck. The bag broke open and 
a white cloud came shooting up, covering the guy. All the 
other soldiers were laughing. The guy who was all covered 
in white started acting like he was snorting the stuff off 
himself - though he wasn't really. I was laughing, too. 

When they were done loading the plane, I flew her back to 
the same strip in Texas. Later, I was able to find out 
everything that had been going on around me. You see, the 
CIA was trying to cover for the loss of the Army pilots. 
GILBERT: Which they lost when Congress made the war 

illegal. 

PERRY: Yea. 

GILBERT: Basically, they made a deal with the Cartel to 

use their secret airline to fly guns into South America. In 
exchange, the Company let the cartel fill up the return 
flight with coke and land at their secret ranch in Texas. 
GILBERT: Where they didn't have to bother with little 

matters like customs, or the DEA. 

BAHSEN: Your press release says that better than a dozen 

pilots were, and I quote, ' murdered into silence.' If 
you're story is true, why won't the CIA kill you?" 

PERRY: Those deaths happened over twenty years ago, during 

senate investigations into this .... back then, it 


mattered . 
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GILBERT: They were being kept from testifying. Bill's 

story doesn't add anything that is going to put someone in 
jail, or reveal undercover agents - those are the kind of 
things that get the CIA irritated. Another reason they 
don't have to worry about us is that we were actually 
careful to try to balance the bad with the good in our 
book. Remember, Bill worked for the CIA because he 
believed in their over-all mission. They saved the Dali 
Lama, you know? And other things just as good and better a 
thousand times over . . . conversely, they have also done 
some brutal, crazy things. 

PERRY: I think the pilots they killed were mostly drug 

smugglers. 

GILBERT: We think that they killed the people who they 

couldn't trust to live up to any kind of oath of secrecy. 
BAHNSEN: If this story has already been told, why do we 
need another book? 

GILBERT: We're asking for more accountability on the part 

of intelligence agencies. That's a serious reason to write 
a book. I wish that there were a hundred books like that, 
instead of all this crap that spreads lies about aliens, or 
whatever . . 


BAHNSEN: Do you think that you're in danger? 
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GILBERT: There's the proof that you seem to need to know 

that we aren't a couple of nuts-we don't think that the CIA 
is out to get us, alright?. 


Samuel closes the file and the words disappear from the computer screen. “The tank 
will see him as a peasant who unwittingly supports the enemy-a legitimate target of war.” 

He steps over to the computer and activates voice sensitivity. “Delta Security Level 
Nine. Message for Leo Somers. Leo, I’m sorry to hear about your wife. I’m sure she’ll 
be fine. They felt I should know, because it might have an effect on your judgment. I 
gathered, from your projected solution, that we’re going to see this mission, Decon, very 
differently. I’ve worked with them before on the Contras; there are too many people of 
power involved for them to do anything that isn’t 100%, as they say. There are a lot of 
mechanisms to set in motion, so I’m sending this along now, even though I’m just getting 
into the research.” 

“You said in the summary that the Farmer’s latest press release eludes to the 
possibility that he might be in danger for writing the book and that this fabrication shows, 
'only his growing desperation to get the text published.’ Regardless of whether or not 
he’s serious, the accusation still has to be dealt with. Executing a man who claims that 
we are going to do just that requires more than a lack of evidence, an entirely different 
story is needed. A contrivance for the popular sentiment that is seemingly proven by 
evidence that will stand up in court-though nothing too complex for the average. An 
explanation that seems familiar, like a "Revenge For The Dead Buddy’ cop show. An 
easily recognized redundant myth that their televisions have told them is true thousands 
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and thousands of times. A fiction that will strike the Perceivers as more true than the 
truth. The Farmer has publicly stated that he smuggled cocaine into the country. We’U 
use this self-incriminating statement as a basis to recreate him as a drug smuggler. His 
death will be explained ... by saying that he ripped off a South American dealer and 
was meted out highly unexpected - however just, retribution. . They have to know a 
criminal, a man who has known that he was going to be indicted on drug charges for over 
a year, someone who has been repeatedly interviewed by drug enforcement officials. 
Once this has been established, the agent we send in to give interviews to the press can 
blame the farmer’s death on his own avarice. 

Anyone we can convince with the cover story is spared. The obvious skeptics are the 
farmer and his wife. I want to do some research on the other one, the ghostwriter. I’m 
fairly certain that I’m going to disagree with you on him, so order the necessary fire¬ 
power. 

I want all copies of the manuscript secured and destroyed. Our Primary Alternative to 
the National Security Leak will be to describe the book as a fiction written in order to 
provide the fanner with a defense. A representative of the ‘DEA,’ will describe drug 
smugglers hiring ghost-writers and PR agencies to put together their defense as, “A 
standard tactic of the modem, media-sawy Narco-terrorist.” This ‘DEA’ agent will give 
the press copies of a fictitious article telling the tale of another smuggler who used the 
same tactic in Guatemala. The Famier will be an easily digested moment on the news, a 
smuggler tried to rip-off the Mafia and they sent in a professional gun. An anecdote too 
often told to even really be heard, nothing to set the cogs rolling. 
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Check with the Bogota office to find out if there’s a particular Drug Cartel who they'd 
like to see demonized. 

Praxis. I see no reason not to use ‘unfortunate circumstances’ to prop up the cover 
story. All identifying marks have been removed from him and he’s been basically 
unplugged from documentation for decades. If we create a history for him, he can be used 
as a puppet - a talking corpse ready to say whatever is most convenient. 

Barring unforeseen randomness, Praxis will go in on the actual assault on the farm 
alone. We’ll set up cameras to catch this from different angles, all avoiding the face 
somewhat. They won’t have two days to work on it, so the camera angles will make the 
difference. 

Here is what the press is to be convinced of. . . . The DEA agents will say they 
were watching the farm, believing they were going to see a drug deal, when Praxis pulled 
out a gun and started shooting. Before they could get to the scene, the assassin had 
accomplished his mission. The killer is surrounded on the farm and a gun battle ensues, 
during which Praxis is killed. Have them destroy his facial features in the process. 

The footage will be the whole story, really. Make sure and send it right off to the 
local press. Plant a few documents in the car he drives and have Interpol come out with a 
fingerprint ID showing he’s an internationally known Mafia killer. Get someone to play 
a witness who knew him as a child and saw him go bad. The bloody footage of the 
killings alone should be enough to make the reporters forget about a manuscript that no 
one can even prove exists. References in the underground press should be monitored 
and the case reactivated immediately should the events of Decon, or the Classified 
Intelligence, resurface. Samuel out.” 



He goes hack to the list of available documents on the writer and pulls up the file, 

'Recent Journal Entries,’ and a note appears on the screen, from the anonymous assistant 
who had edited the text for relevance: 

“This should be titled, ' Portrait Of The Artist As A 
Whiner." 

The levity suiprises him. His colleagues and assistants usually addressed him as if 
here an elaborate desk calculator. He wonders if he would be better off if he could dance 
on their graves? Decides that he don’t think that timing and delivery are nearly enough to 
transform the gruesome into the laughable. Judging by his colleagues, he decides that 
sort of wizardry requires madness. . 


DECON INSERT 567 SOURCE: BH FLE:985.GENnb/Sp OpSUPPORT 
DOCUMENT FOR PSYCHO-SOCIAL. 5/29/62/312-80-0235 ORIGINAL 
DOCUMENT 245 PGS. 

POET, GILBERT, DAVID MICHAEL/312-89-0235 

Edited Portions of text available in Main Document, 5/29/62/312-67-8970 


ENTRY ONE 



98 


I told Bea that I’m going to write The Book of Bill. 

This was the angriest I’ve ever made her. She kept asking why I talk to her about it first. 

I told her that I knew she was going to get all pissed off and I was afraid to bring it up until I 
knew I was go to ghostwrite the book (When I brought this up the first time, she reacted so badly 
that the only way I could get her off the topic was to pretend like I wasn’t really that interested in 
ghostwriting, any way; though I knew even then that if this project proved to be the right thing to 
do, I would have to proceed regardless of how she felt). 

“You are so fucking self-absorbed! I told you that I was going to feel betrayed if you put the short 
stories off for any fucking thing at all, let alone something this far away from your heart.” 

She spent a lot of hours editing my stories and the only payback that she wanted was to use of 
the chapbook on her resume. Which means, as she emphatically pointed out, the text has to be 
done before she finishes her doctorate and starts applying for teaching positions. I still have a lot 
of work to do on the novellas and .... Even writing this spy book, I think that I can have the short 
stories done before she finishes her doctorate, though she wouldn’t even listen to me try to 
reassure her of that. 

“You might believe that you'll be done in six months, but I don’t. And I know. You can’t rush 
literature, or you might as well not even do it, you know? When we first talked about this, I really 
didn’t think you would even seriously entertain this idea. You get excited over these projects and 
then they don’t turn out to be all that they are cracked up to be, okay? 1 can’t believe you could 
make such an unthinking mistake!" She went and on and on and on and on and on and on and 


on and on and on... 
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I made the error at some point of saying, “Well, at least a lot of people will read a book about 
spies. It wouldn’t be so bad, but I kind of hope I don’t spend my life publishing chapbooks for a 
few friends and wary strangersIt was as bad as that time I made a joke about how I was going 
on a talk show to discuss an on-going menage a trios with her parents. “I won’t say that we’re all 
moving in together, but that might be revealed on the show, okay?” I still think it’s funny and she’d 
hate it if she knew. I must never, ever tell that joke again. 

. So, then she started crying. “You don’t care how this makes me feel." 

“I care more about how you feel than I even should. That’s my therapist’s opinion.” 

“You don’t seem to care how I feel about the chapbook, or even what it means to my career.” 

A spy has asked me to write a book about how he smuggled cocaine for the CIA. 

This book is important, the right action politically, morally and artistically -- even if I couldn’t get her 
to take the slightest interest in seeing things my way. The right thing is the right thing, no matter 
how much it hurts her. 

She also said “You know, this does make you a sell-out.” 

Wait until she’s been in the work world ten years, then well see what she would do to escape 
the whims of a neurotic hierarchy. 

Over-all, I think this sums up her argument: "An anti-war book, how original. What’s next, a 
horror story? Pseudo-science? Why not do an L. Ron Hubbard, you know? Invent yourself some 
Loony Tune religion? Oh, and you’re going to have a hero, too. You told me yourself that Bill 
wants to look like a war hero in this book, so he can make sure that the cocaine flights are set in 
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the context of ‘a war hero’s life.’ A fucking war hero? I wasn’t going to say anything, because I 
didn’t want to suffer through you pouting for nothing, but now—that’s the problem, you believe in 
war heroes. You can’t help it. David, you’ve always known that war is usually about victims. 

Shot up kids, refugees, the raped and slaughtered, okay? One big fucking tragedy all around. 

You write about this shit the way you are, you’re adding to cultural pollution, spreading destructive 
myths that don’t have any place in an empirical world ... the monkey lies we had to tell ourselves 
to face down Saber tooth tigers. That’s all from you’re writing, and then you’re going to let yourself 
write a book that - at least in some small way, and maybe not so small - is going to hide the truth?” 

I disagreed with everything about hiding the truth, of course. 

At some point I said that I might make enough money off the book to quit Cooper’s and just write 
(which is my reason for doing the text, regardless of her belief that this is all some conspiracy to 
offend her). 

She aimed a Bazooka at me, "How much?" 

"I won't know until I see how it sells." 

"He's giving you a cut of the sales?” 

“Yes.” 

“That means, you'll make money if it's sold? 

“Yes.” 

“If it makes money?" 

“Yes." 

She fired the bazooka. “If the guy fucking isn't found out to be making all of this up? “ 

“Come on, now..." 

“You fight it, I know, but you have the fucking genes of a romantic." 
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“My writing might finally reach the vast, untapped market of readers who don't actually know 
me. C’mon, that’s funny.” 

She aimed and fired again, blowing a fist-size hole through my chest with nothing more than a 
Pissed Off expression, snatched her purse off the floor and ran out of the living room. 

I expected to hear the door slam shut; instead I heard her feet on the stairs, then a shower 
starting. I turned on the tv and packed a bong. 

She came back into the living room naked, smiling and smoking a cigarette, a near-empty glass 
of dark wine in her hand. “Don’t say a word. We’re not going to discuss the book anymore, not 
tonight, not ever. Don't ever, ever, ever ask me to read so much as a sentence. Now, I’m going to 
suck your dick until you forget about the book, then I’m going to make you fuck me until I do.” 

We did our best to travel back before the big bang 
To a time when we were one and the same 

Before our fight, I was certain that I was doing the right thing. Now my doubts are yapping at 
me like unshutuppable little lap dogs. They’re organized under the banner of The Big Fear - am I 
wasting my time on a narcissistic delusion? Do I believe I am good at writing merely because I 
believe that I am good at writing? I know that belief isn’t enough to make my writing impact the 
world, but I also know that my belief would tell me it was enough, whether I have the talent and 
skills or not. I do give up a hell of a lot to pursue this. All of my time. Now it’s coming between 
her and I. 

I wish I could write myself beyond my doubts. Like L. Ron Hubbard. If he did? Did he dream 
so hard that he forgot he was dreaming? Or was he a Carney hypnotizing the marks? 
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la) EDIT: 56 WORDS. 

Bill believes in right wing crap that isn’t going to be very easy for me to listen to, let alone write 
about, but he did witness an event that isn't supposed to exist. The winners have re-written, 
however briefly, their history. The most powerful forces on earth conjured a spell to make this 
invisible. And not that it should matter, but I think that there will be a huge audience for this book. It 
has all those fucking points that the sell-outs use -- dramatic arches every few minutes, 
unrealistically good and bad guys ... along with my New Journalism spin, it should work. 

All this needs is a love interest. Maybe I should tack one on - mini vignettes of characters like 
Bea and I, two sort-of intellectuals discussing the philosophical implications of Iran Contra? 

IB) EDIT 234WORDS 


Something stirred up in our argument returns later, while we’re making love. We lay side by 
side on the bed, touching and kissing. . . she’s sucking on my lower lip. I reach around behind 
her and run my palm over her soft ass, then shove my index finger into her. The pain of my dry 
finger going up her ass startles her and she bites down hard on my lip. White agony blinds me. I 
sit up and see blood drip off my chin, hit the head of my dick and splatter glistening, black specks 
across my thighs. I start to get up. Quick-as-hell, she reaches across the bed and slices her nails 
down my chest. I grab her wrist. Her growl turns into a moan. I use my grip on her arm to force 
her over onto her stomach, get on top of her, lay with my dick in the crevice of her ass, and feel her 
heat on my chest, stomach, thighs. She’s hot and wet and slick, squirms and kicks. I want to 
fuck her hard, put the head of my dick against her asshole and shove, know that I’m hurting her. 
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The pain unchains her fight, transforms her into bucking, twisting flesh. I struggle to stay on top of 
her, reach my arms out and take hold of the sides of the mattress, use my boy to force her down 
flat, keep shoving my dick in deep, jerking out and bucking back hard. She reaches back and digs 
her nails into my ass. The pain makes me fuck her harder. 

IC) EDIT 634 words 

Afterwards, we were both a little surprised by ourselves. Bea started what became a too long 
conversation with, “Don’t get any ideas about this submissive thing going any further than the bed." 

We discussed sociobiology, cultural indoctrination. I said pain was probably part of early man’s 
sexual experience, so his survival might have demanded it not deter the continuation of the 
species... added something like, there must be something real there if someone like Foucault, 
after all that research, ended up chained to a board getting beaten by little boys .. . 

The conversation disturbed Bea to the point where she gave into a fear of becoming, “One of 
those ’weird, violent people-you know, one of those leather freaks, or something," and started 
crying. “I would miss you being tender.” 

I kissed her eyelids, down her neck, made the gentlest of love to her 

ID) EDIT 342 words 

If she had threatened to leave me, I would have backed out of writing the book. I don’t think she 
knows that nothing matters more to me than her. 



ENTRY 2 


The irony is, going into THE FUCKING READING TONIGHT, I feared that I was being too 
obvious; in reality, the language of my microcosm was unknown to the audience. One table of 
black on black hipsters displayed utterly blank expressions - - the sophisticate’s equivalent to a 
yokel’s slack-jawed air of 'HUH?' Confirmation of their confusion came in the spontaneous 
comments afterwards, the meaningless ‘LIKES’ without ’WHYS’. 

Shattered Presence still makes sense only to me. A reasoned scientific response to New Age 
be-witchery and all other non-explanations built on wishful thinking made no sense to them. A 
poem that was supposed to say the TV show Touched By An Angel should just be called 
‘Touched,’ was taken for pointless whining. I’m not writing professorial puzzles, or nifty pictures to 
be taken in whatever way the receiver’s past tells them to-my goal is to convince this fucking world 
to offer more shade to babies and lovers-instead of just some word, like salvation.. I failed. My 
seed dies ignoble, encrusted on paper rendered garbage by its presence. 

Part of the problem was the poet who read before me. Gorgeous Surely (sic) was dressed up 
as an S & M nymphet, wearing a skintight, black leather mini skirt, dark brown nylons, hot pink 
garters, and a black leather vest worn sans shirt. Her oh-so-achingly perfect breasts pushed out 
into my fantasies. She breathes poems through pouted lips painted glossy red, takes the most 
innocent words and turns them into whore heat with husky, ‘fuck me more tones.’ Her actual 
words are more a comment on how they sound side by side than anything else. The subject was 
sex—surprise, surprise. Her performance, like her chapbook, Let Me Suck It, is a puddle of 
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images designed to create strong reactions in apes. Getting people horny... that’s enlightening 
literature-in some reverse universe where everything that is a lie here is true. She’s a stripper on 
the wrong stage. 

This performance trend is reducing what can be said to the perimeters of pop rock. The best of 
these Poets record the trivia of unexamined lives, the worst repeat redundant myths .... 

My little reflective poem was drowned out by grunting monkeys. 


The Reading 

The One called The Nervous Woman hosted. She has a prissy sort of face, upturned nose, 
small mouth, beady eyes embedded in puffy fat. Her hips are of a sort that make strangers in 
check-out lines ask about her kids. Her stubby fingers tremble slightly from some psychotropic, or 
another (she wrote a poem titled the name of the drug ... it escapes me). She was wearing 
yellow lipstick, black mascara and a white T-shirt that was tight enough to contour no less than four 
bulbous tiers of fat. Her hair is spiky orange with black roots and there are too many tattoos and 
nose/lip/ear/whatever rings to count without obviously staring. I’ve heard enough of her ‘making 
sense of my journey’ poems to know more about her than anyone needs to. Including that she’s 
been in and out of therapy all her life, hates the idea of a poet like herself (but not herself, the 
poem I refer to had to point out) soiling her artistic soul doing a job like hers, data entry ... and 
she gets drunk on cheap red wine and calls up psychics to talk about angels. The Upshot of 
her poetry is always, ’everything works out like it should, there are angels everywhere, and she’s 
just fine, thank you, pretending that she lives in the best of all worlds.’ 
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I'm sitting here to get out my anger, but... I want to write something nice about her, too, because 
I'll probably never write about her again and I do like her, despite her poetry ... in fact, that’s the 
only context I would criticize her on - in conversation, she doesn’t come off that kooky. The poem I 
like is one that she wrote years ago. She still pulls it out to read whenever she can . . . My 
memory of the poem is filled with an image of her young self walking out of an abortion clinic, 
feeling sick from everything that had been happening for months and seeing a flock of fanatics 
holding up posters of mutilated fetuses. The culture war stings in her crotch, fills her eyes with 
blurring tears. Her gut says that she’s done something wrong ... maybe murder? Her head tries to 
convince her that she’s enlightened and thus absolved by the very meaningless of life. She wrote 
the poem before she sobered up and got a god to puree the infinite ambiguities down into one little 
shot of blood. 

Milton Eugene Peters read next. I've never written him. He signs his work The Scoffer,’ 
though I’ve never seen him scoff at anything. Indeed, he always comes off drunk and defeated. 
The first thing he did on-stage was flash a commercial, holding up a cheap looking chapbook to 
make sure everyone knew they could be bought. Something he put together at Kinko’s. I’ve 
looked at it before. The intro says that they’re written in a ’Whitman-esque style, celebrating 
Toledo, Ohio’ (and, I might add, the surrounding mental vicinity). This oddly askew vision most 
likely originated when Valium was ’non-addictive’ and then just carried right on through the Prozac 
revolution. 

Milt read a first person narrative about a mailman who overcomes rain, sleet and snow, only to 
be attacked by an ennui monster. It’s early morning in the poem. He’s sitting in a postal truck, 
sipping whiskey to stem off a hangover that’s been trying to settle in for years. A broken heart 
song comes on the radio and reminds him of his ex-wife; then getting his divorce papers delivered 
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at the YMCA. The bad news was handed to him by a wrinkly faced, toothless, old queen who 
reeked of lilac perfume, BO and Vicks Vapor rub -- a perv who liked to look at the guy’s crotches 
and lick his toothless gums. After the memory, he either goes to sleep and dreams, or has a vision 
(the reader can choose either, depending on their level of sanity). 

A truck rocking wind blows though an open window and a cloud of envelopes fly up into the 
air around him. Some of them stop in front of his eyes and he can read who wrote them, where 
they’re addressed. It’s all the evil mail that he’s delivered over the years: a shut off notice that he 
delivered to a young couple with babies a few days before their lights went out, a scam that he that 
took to an old Italian woman who didn’t blame him when she told him about losing so much money 
that she was selling her house and moving in with her kids, the taunting deluge of get well cards 
delivered to the dying (he actually wrote ‘cloud of evil mail'). To quote the poem: “I was too 
despondent to drop off missives of misery “ (this line is evidence of why I have to make some of 
this up - otherwise, dear future self, as you read over this, you will curse me for writing down such 
boring shit). 

He drives back to his house, grabs a cane pole and a .45, tells himself that he’s going to do 
some fishing and shut down his brain. He goes out to a lake, which he purports to have, ‘water as 
clear as a tear,’ gets in a rowboat, paddles out to the middle, and prepares to caste a line. He 
spikes the hook into a worm and the yellow gunk that comes out makes him wonder how his head 
will look if he fires the gun into his temple ... if his brains will show? 

He wants to get rid of, quote, ‘one big old bag of psychic thorns,’ so he’s brought a gray, lumpy 
mail-bag with him. He drops it over the side of the bow and watches the words 'U.S. Mail,' sink into 
the murky water. Then the poem veered out of control and crashed. I don’t know where the 
remaining lines came from, but they were not generated by the preceding text. Whatever their 
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source, Milt suddenly realized, ‘frogs find reason enough to live in the crunch of a fly’ and was 
magically transformed into, 'a paradigm of peace.’ 

I wish I could make peace with the universe in two lines. I think my differences run too deep. 

Did he attend that workshop on writing ‘life-affirming’ endings?’ He could be trying to reinvent 
himself as happy? I should add that Milt really is a divorced, depressed, half-drunken postal 
employee. When Milt was done, he propped three copies of his book up in front of the podium for 
people to, quote, “... peruse and purchase during the break," (which didn’t happen), then gave 
the stage back to the nervous women. 

She Extravagantly introduced The Big Fish, said how she read all his books and took his 
classes .. blew up and down that little dick of his until he was strutting up to the stage ready to rut. 
He of grammatical greatness still hasn't lost the weight that he gained while writing ‘ Ambrosia ,’ his 
book of passionate love poems about gourmet meals (complete with pictures, recipes and center- 
piece ideas). I once asked him about the metaphorical underpinnings and he spewed out 
something about how ‘Zen moments contain their own truth.’ I’m not sure if that was a blow-off, or 
an answer? I hope the former... A loose narrative runs through the text, describing a monastic 
initiate learning ritual eating habits. The Big Fish based the regime on what he learned from the 

last survivors of an obscure religious sect_It’s sad, but I’ve forgotten their name. He met them 

while he was on an academic sabbatical in some country, or another. However I do certainly 
remember the introduction says, quote: ‘I am in the unfortunate position of having to single 
handedly preserve a culture,’ then goes on to ‘implore' readers to, ‘use the rituals as a dinner party 
theme.’ 

Okay, back to the actual events that took place at The Tuesday Night Toledo Poetry Slam. 



The Big Fish plays the crowd as he walks across the bar, touches people’s shoulders, looks 
down at them and smiles. He knows everyone, of course, because in the cultural Anti-Mecca of 
Toledo, Ohio, the only people who show up at readings are poets and their lovers. On stage, he 
adjusts the Mic down below his chin and asks the bartender to aim the spotlight so it’s shining 
directly on his face. He wears an over-sized, beige Peruvian sweater with a blue llama that 
seems to be kneeling on his protruding gut., starts out by saying that he has a signed copy of Milt’s 
book at home and recommends the volume as, ‘a record of how Toledo is viewed by today’s 
working class’. Then, of course, he brings up his own book, which he reminds us can be 
purchased at the University bookstore. After the preliminaries, his face goes pointedly blank. He 
gazes out over our heads, takes a drag off a cigarette and exhales into the circular beam of the 
spotlight. Thick tendrils of white smoke begin to swirl around him. 

He smokes until the silence is the first stanza of the poem. 

The audience is unsettled by the unexpected lack of words. Or maybe only me? I’ was 
terrified at the thought of spending the next five minutes attempting to follow the vague mental 
direction of smoke swirling around a bulge of fat. 

A couple people in the back of the room start to whisper. Big Fish pointedly looks back at their 
table and transforms from hipster to professor; his expression stern and knowing as he leans into 
the microphone and says, “Some people are here to experience the arts - please, give them a 
chance." Then his face goes blank again and he returns to his silent smoking. 

It goes on and on ... 

I feel like I’ll be noticed if I get up and leave. I try not to look at my watch. I can’t stop myself. 

The second bout of silence clocks in at two minutes, forty-three seconds, point_ 

Suddenly the Big fish throws his arms up into the air and yells in a Martin Luther King cadence, “I 
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have been to vulva! I have disappeared into heavily verbiaged pussy! Fuchsia! I say, Fuchsia!" 
Everyone is startled, as planned. Beer was spilt, a couple people yell out.... 

Fie falls silent for another 37.9 seconds, then launches into a whispery jazz riff, using alternative 
words for a vagina as notes. I get out my pad and pen to write down any new nicknames that he’s 
discovered for my favorite place in the known universe; sit with my pen hovering over the page for 
the rest of the poem .. doesn’t happen. 

When he’s done, there is hooting and hollering a-plenty. I write a note to myself -’ everyone 
seems to 'get'a poem about fucking.’ 

I used my years of Lit-Crit to look under his prose for the secret language of the literati, the 
gems supposedly passed from writer to reader. In my notes, I wrote, The 'message' is the same 
old, same old; gray little nothings; infant lies sponged from movies and ad's and idle 
conversations; images saying cars crash, little kids cry, people fall in love. ‘ 

I confirm my criticism later, during the smoky, slurred chit-chat phase. I use the student voice, 
display the demeanor of a novice impressed by the teacher’s insight and wanting more, “What is it 
that people should take home with them from your poem. You know, the revelation?” 

“The revelation?” Fie acts like I need to be more clear if I expect him to bless me with an 
answer. 

“Yes.” 

“Fucking is fun." 

“I never would have known. I suppose your research was hell". 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“As a Baptist, I was raised to think as little as possible about sex - and then only bad thoughts. 
But if you say that fucking is fun, then I damn well might give it a try." 

Fie half-laughs. 
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I hope to enflame outrage, convince people that over-dramatic times deserve over-dramatic 
responses; to take their ethical circles and expand them until they include every blade of grass; 
convince them to rise in battle and fight off threats to the tribe, to see themselves as part of the 
generations yet to come. It’s not like I'm praying to the sky. Empirical data shows my talent could 
nuance consciousness, that my words could inspire the world to offer more shade to lovers and 
babes. 

Writers have influenced me in such ways and I know I’m not alone in this. I’m right to take 
this seriously. 

I mean, my god, writing a poem that says fucking is fun? I might as well write a poem about 
how windows open. 

A professor of Croatian languages had an interesting view of the conflict in Yugoslavia - he 
blamed the writers for creating a consciousness enamored with war through their Nationalistic 
hero’s and prejudiced use of the ’universal bad guy.’ Whitman, James ... the American 
Transcendentalists at first supported war as a way to ’masculinize a newborn country. The 
ensuing ‘season of knives’ taught them better. 

My youth ran away when I wasn’t looking. I was so distracted by my writing that it took me 
forever to notice that it was gone. 

This whole entry is tainted by the audience’s lack of response to my poem. When I read through 
this in the future, I'll be back to my usual pseudo-punk ’Fuck Them’ attitude and I’ll be slightly 
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embarrassed with myself for once having been so fucking whiny. For now, though, I’m admittedly 
lonely and weak. 

Bea hates this Lit-Crit Crowd (she finds it amusing to refer to them as the ‘Clit Lick Crowd’). She 
doesn’t understand why I go to these readings. She doesn’t buy my reasoning, which is that if my 
goal is to insert complex thoughts into peoples’ minds, then I have to know they’re responding to 
my work. 


2A) EDIT 32 WORDS. 


ENTRY 3 


Periods of history disappear with their lessons unlearned. 

Our shameful stories mask monsters and send them out into the future to kill again. 

3A) EDIT 159 WORDS. 

A LOVE POEM FOR BEA THAT IS ENTIRELY DEVOID OF ROTTING CORPSES 


She tears out the predator's teeth & renders the rest absurd. 



ENTRY 4 


A new version of the golden rule is starting to appear on throw pillow’s everywhere: "Do unto 
others as the market allows." 

Now, go, inscribe it in a book, 

That it will be for the time to come 
A witness forever; 

For they are a rebellious people, 

Lying sons, 

Who say to the Seer? 

'See not;' 

Who say to the prophets? 

’Prophesy not to us what is right 
Speak to us of smooth things.' 

Isaiah 30, 8-12 


ENTRY 5 


5 A) EDIT 56 WORDS 
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We were laying on the coach watching a Discovery channel special on the Bonobo. She turns 
around in my arms and looks into my eyes. "I wanted to tell you, I came across an article on the 
Internet about a tribe in Borneo that is slaughtering entire villages of Muslims ... they were in a, 
quote, 'drug induced, religious trance’.’’ 

“Just Muslims?” 

“Yes.” 

“That could be related to ... ’’ 

“I was trying to tell you about something else. “ 

“I was just....” ... 

“David!” 

“I’m sorry, go on.” 

“They’re decapitating the corpses and drinking blood out of the heads." 

“Did you save this?” 

“Quit interrupting me. While I was reading it, I started thinking about your book. I don’t know ... 
God, I can’t believe I think about this, but.. .you are writing a book about the guys who come in 
the night, the Gestapo. I actually have the creeps, again. I was afraid earlier, too. What would 
you do? You know, if they came?” 

I tell her that I try not to waste time indulging in worthless speculation. 

She looks at me like I’m nuts. “It scared me from the start that you were writing about the CIA. 
You might get audited every couple years, or whatever... I don’t know? Who knows?” 

“I’m not paranoid." 

“David, you were raised on white-trash dreams of a Savior. I heard about gas chambers and 
goose steps. Just forget it, there isn’t anything you can say.” 
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On the television screen, our closest genetic relatives come across a dead gazelle. The female 
leader instigates an orgy to rid the tribe of aggression. A learned English voice intones, “When the 
apes are in the proper mood to share the wealth, their queen will let them eat." 


The same old role, 
small as we like, or 


the role that is what we make it, as great as we like or as 
both great and small. 


Walt Whitman 


ENTRY 6 


BLACK CLAD COPS 

Are marching into Bethlehem 
Bayonets drawn. 


ENTRY 7 



Language is a court of impossible standards. We have actually defined ourselves incorrectly. 
How expected. 


OUR GENES 

HAVE A BLOODY HISTORY 


What would drive you into a field with a gun? 


The Fanner’s recruitment into the Company had come as unexpectedly as his own. 

Samuel shakes his head, disgusted with himself as he remembers waking up on the 
morning of his first interview with the Company. “I was sure that no one could convince 
me to change my mind. 1 still thought I had a choice.” He was at the Hilton in a suite 
with a Big Screen television and a hot tub, registered under the false name that they had 
asked him to use. The Operative explained the subterfuge by saying, "It’s for your own 
protection. Being associated with us could make you the target of any number of 


groups . 



117 


He was still wondering why the hell they wanted to interview him? He had already 
told the Operative that he was going to spend his life doing research into the effect of 
language on the formation of consciousness; he wanted to answer the age old - why do 
we believe what we believe? His thesis attracted their attention: Manipulating the 
Language Game; The Temporary Construction of Self Within Wittgensteinian Fields of 
Truth.’ 

They insisted that he at least come in and go through the paperwork required to tell 
him what the position entailed. When he asked what kind of paperwork, the recruiter 
responded that he would need to apply for a ‘extremely high security clearance,' to learn 
about the existence of the job. 

The mystery intrigued him just enough that he was willing to waste two days of his 
vacation. Back then he was fit as hell, dark tan from playing tennis, every hair in place, 
shoes shined; entirely convinced —however unknowingly, and in-spite of his course of 
studies in Consciousness Acquisition—that who he was, and who he would be, was 
entirely under his own control. 

He sees an image from the interview; sitting on a leather wing chair, looking out into 
an opulent office. The wood paneled walls are decorated with plaques and degrees, attest 
to good schools and good deeds. Dark brown bookshelves are filled with hard-back, 
leather bound Atlases, encyclopedias, classics from science and literature (a professional 
set, he learned later, that was used by various operatives during the recruitment process). 
He was still sure that he was just listening to a CIA agent purely to satisfy his curiosity, 
telling the operative, “I’m not the type of person to do this kind of work. I should think 
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that you’d be better served by someone with a military background, an individual who is 
adept at making decisions that involve taking the lives of others.” 

“Do you think that we’d be off with someone who is unfeeling?” The operative was 
dressed in a blue button down shirt, corduroy jacket and blue jeans; a charming look for a 
charming man. 

“Yes.” 

“Samuel, if you decide that fifty people have to die to get us out of a media problem, 
soldiers are going to parachute in and do just that. We wouldn’t be serving the public 
very well if we put a monster in charge of such decisions, would we?” 

Three hours later, the operative’s spiel finally worked. He became briefly convinced 
- long enough to sign a contract, that he was uniquely suited for the job. His security 
clearance eventually rose to the point where he could access files on his own recruitment. 
He was very surprised to find that he had fallen for a stock pitch that the operative had 
memorized during a seminar at a Howard Johnson’s in Newark, New Jersey. 


He sets the computer on voice activation. “Private Journal, Saul who would be Paul, 
AKA. Security Level A1D Fortitude, Lucky, Seven.. This relates to a mission named 
Decon. If the ghostwriter was in a chaotic political climate, his disgruntled mutterings 
alone would be enough for an execution. Whether or not an obscure writer in Bowling 
Green, Ohio, presents a threat to National Interests is an entirely different matter. . . 
though there is the possibility that he threatens various individuals who are still in power? 
That would be ‘matter’ enough, of course, to put him down. Save and close file.” 
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He sits down on an over-stuffed, beige leather couch.. From a pile of chapbooks on 
the coffee table, he picks up a thin volume of short stories. The dull, Maoist red cover 
has black type falling vertically down the center of the page: 
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The paper inside looks and feels like Oatmeal, light brown and rough on his 
fingertips. The stories open with black and white photos that have been taken from 
old encyclopedias complete with their captions; scientists, philosophers, politicians. He 
only has to read a few words of each to see what the writer is doing. The drably suited 
men are all quoted making statements that were believed to be the truth in their times, 
though their words struck the modem mind as just as obviously false. Flipping through, 
he finds erroneous addresses on the ‘race' problem, nuclear energy, the health benefits of 
a diet high in milk, meat and cheese, an endorsement for a dictator who had hundreds of 
thousands murdered . . . 

Samuel flips to the table of contents and reads a list of where the stories were 
originally published. He’s never heard of the magazines. 

“Voice activation. Samuel. Continue Decon notes. He leans his head back into the 
soft arm of the coach, closes his eyes and contemplates the poet. “He’s dissatisfied with/ 
his culture and his personal life. A type that I’ve encountered hundreds of times. They 
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call their lack of seratonin ‘angst’ and write tirades against this and that. The type is only 
dangerous in unstable societies, where they unwittingly create a climate of hostility 
toward the state by attacking unfair practices, lack of freedoms, conniption, death squads . 
. the excesses of kings.” 

The first story opens with a picture of a portly, balding man in his mid-fifties with 
wire-rim glasses and a black goatee, a doctor of neurology from Harvard. The 
encyclopedia’s caption quotes him saying, ‘‘Humans use only ten percent of their brain." 
Underneath, in mock handwritten words, the author has inserted: ‘This translates from 
bullshit egotism to mean that Dr.’s only claim to understand ten percent of the brain.’ 


IRON 


Her arm aches from the weight of the iron as she pulls it down from 
the top shelf of the closet. Most mornings it was light enough, but John 
had grabbed her arm last night and threw her out of the truck. After she 
missed his tone when he told her that he didn’t want to sit and watch no 
trees turnin’ Autumn shades. She was out the drivers' side door and 
spinning up the walk before either of them knew what was happening. 

He was in a hurry, was all. And he tried to make better. After going 
into the bar and having a few with his work buddies, he came in to where 
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she was sitting with some of the other wives and kissed the purple finger 
marks on her arm. Said he sure as hell hadn’t meant to play that rough 
with his baby. 

After he went back into the bar, those women couldn't say enough 
about how sweet John was. Before he came in, she was thinking about 
saying something about how he . . . it was nice having all of them other 
women seeing her and John like that. 

She untangles his blue shirt from a pile on the floor. Positions it on 
the ironing board so the arms hang down over the sides and the back is 
flat and curved. Then she just stands there stock-still and waits for 
some feeling to come over her and make the iron move across the cloth. 

She looks down at the rest of the shirts. They cover the carpet 
between John's recliner and the console TV. She had only counted six 
when she pulled them out of the dryer but it seems like there are a lot 
more and a wild airlessness comes over her, leaves her breathless and 
shaking. She sits the iron down and closes her eyes. She had been 
getting the feeling a lot lately. Tiny things suddenly blew up all out of 
proportion. She never bothered telling John about the feeling. She could 
just hear his bored, “Whatever.’ 

She remembers when they were engaged, how she used to drive over 
to his apartment while he was at work, gather up his laundry, take it 
back to her parents and wash, dry and fold . . . have it back in his 
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closet when he got off at three. Without even thinking. Like it was 
nothing. 

She licks her finger and draws spit across the surface of the iron, 
hears steam snap and sizzle. It’s hot enough, but she sits it back down 
on the board, takes a long drag off her cigarette and shakes her head 
over just thinking about how things used to be. 

Her daddy had once told her, Thinking about how things was is a 
waste of time, you got to be thinking about how things are and how they 
oughta’ be.” She never could see how any of his little sayings made that 
much difference in the day to day. He wasn't like John at all. Her dad 
had one outfit of factory gray clothes that he wore all week. Come 
Fridays, his pants were black with the rubber dust from the plant, the 
arms of his shirts stained stiff and dark. She was sure that if he had 
been left to his own way of doing things, he would have worn his clothes 
until they were tattered rags, she remembers when she was a little girl, 
her dad left his shirt on the bathroom floor and she picked up the rough 
cloth and held it over her face, breathing in cigarettes and sweat and 
rubber dust . . . She thought that was how men smelled, until she was 
sixteen and got to dating John-who always smelled strong of Old Spice. 

When she first told her dad that she was going out with John, he 
looked at her like she was crazy and asked her, "Now, why the hell 
would you want to go and do that?" Remembering him saying that still 
made her smile. He knew John from the plant. That first night, he 
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started in with comments on John’s fancy-ass dressing. He kept up the 
smart-mouthing until he saw that her heart was all set on that ring. 

After that he left the room whenever she went to discussing decorations 
and such with her mom. 

Come the day of the wedding, he was quiet and standoffish, kept 
going out onto the steps of the church to smoke cigarettes, sat off by 
himself at the reception getting drunk. There were so many people 
there that she hardly ever got to visit with that she almost forgot he was 
there. He came out on the dance floor and took her arm, pulled her right 
away from John and led her off into a hallway of the church basement 
that smelled of ammonia and old ladies. Told her, "There's something I 
gotta do.” He pushed three one hundred bills into her hand. "You know 
what happened with him and his ex-wife . . . well ... I know you don't 
think that doesn’t means anything, alright? I told you all this before and 
you didn't listen. . . just put this back in case something happens, 
alright? Don't tell him about this money." 

First she got scared, but then she got angry and started yelling at him 
for spoiling her 'special moment.' He right away started apologizing for 
upsetting her, saying that he was just drunk and worried, that he 
guessed she should do whatever she wanted with that money. 

The clock reads 2:40. John will be getting up in another fifteen 
minutes. She hasn't even started ironing. She pulls three shirts out of 
the pile and scoots the others behind the sofa with her foot. She doesn’t 
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want John to see the pile and say something about her lying around all 
day doing nothing. He knew she didn't lie around all day, and she knew 
he knew it. Sometimes he added, ‘Hell, you're practically good for 
nothing,' in a way that emphasized 'practically' enough to imply she was 
good for one thing. When they first met, he’d say that when she did 
something tiny, like walking past a window that filled her hair with 
golden sun. She didn’t mind it then. Sometimes they even made love. 
That line was all changed now. Sometimes he said it in a way that he 
knew hurt her feelings. Other times he said it when he came home drunk 
and woke her up to . . . The words had somehow come to mean the 
opposite. To her, at least. John didn’t seem to notice the change. 

Through the picture window, she sees two brothers from next door, 
down on the corner waiting for the school bus. One pulls out a hackey- 
sak and they start kicking at it with their ankles, trying to keep the toy 
afloat in the crisp, Autumn air. She used to bake them cookies, before 
John said she had to quit ‘feeding the whole goddamned neighborhood 
out of my money.’ He was just sick of them being at the door. 

At first she thinks the burning smell is coming from outside, because 
the leaves are orange and yellow and there were bonfires when she was 
kid, but she knows it’s the iron on the shirt before she looks down into 
the tendrils of white smoke rising. She pulls the scorched shirt off the 
ironing board, shoves it under the pile beneath coach and lights a 


cigarette to hide the smell. 
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Samuel turns to an interview reprinted from a publication entitled, ‘This 
Fucking Life.’ 

David Michael Gilbert publishes stories and poetry, works a day job at a tire 
plant and produces an oil painting, ‘every three months, or so.’ Readers of This 
Fucking Life have had the pleasure of experiencing two of Mr. Gilbert’s poems 
and one of his short stories. I became interested in interviewing Gilbert after 
seeing on his resume that he had published better than sixty short stories and 
poems over the years - all in magazines that I'd barely heard of, if at all. 

TFL : How often do you publish a piece? 

G: I try to get work submitted every month. Usually I do. I actually average 
fourteen publications a year. 

TFL: Judging by your job at the factory, that isn’t earning you enough to support 
yourself?. 

G: No, fuck no. I wish. Don't let this make you gag, or anything, but - I write 
for the love of man and word. If I get paid something, it’s a bonus, you know?” 

We met at Dave’s house and spent the afternoon talking over strong coffee 
and excellent herb. The first thing one notices about Dave is that he is 
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handsome. His blue eyes, nice chin, fair nose and white teeth add up to a flesh 
puppet that the man inside doesn’t seem to be aware of. His long blonde hair is 
disheveled, jeans loose, shirt slightly out fashion - he tells me that he buys 
everything used and it shows. His modest, rented two story house is filled with 
his paintings, of which he tells me, “. . . range from rank, to rank amateur, to 
good enough to hang up somewhere.” I think he’s right. 

His first book of prose poetry came out a month ago. Rimbaud Laughs is 
organized around an on-going conversation with the seventeenth century French 
Poet, Arthur Rimbaud. The introduction includes a brief history of the infamous 
Surrealist, a drunken bisexual who swore off drinking and poetry at eighteen to 
become a Christian gun runner. The book and movie Rambo were loosely based 
on Rimbaud’s psychic journey, a pivotal part of which is that Rimbaud ran off to 
join the French revolution at age twelve after writing romantic poetry about a 
‘wondrous’ proletarian revolution, only to be raped by drunken troops. 

TFL: Looking through your list of publications, I noticed something that 
interested me enough to end up on my sheet of questions. Last April, you had 
stories out in two very different magazines. One appeared in a gay porno 
between shots of air-brushed penises, while the other was in a magazine that 
describes itself on the masthead as Christian feminist. The stories are as 
different as the magazines. In Onanites, you write sympathetically about a clerk 
at an adult bookstore, who stoically weathers protesting Christians as long as he 
can, before he blows his top and gives them a speech on why they’re idiots. 
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(Editor’s Note: with Onanites, the presentation is part of the reading experience. 
Gilbert cut lines of type out and pasted them over a collage of clippings from 
encyclopedias and porno magazines. The effect is sophisticated, a-moral, anti- 
Christian). The other story that was out in April, Iron, is a by-the-books, 
Shooting For the New Yorker But Will Settle For A Fat Check From Cosmo Slice 
Of Life narrative about an abused woman, which appeared in the Christian 
Feminist magazine. Flow did that happen, and what does it say about your 
writing? 

G: I wondered when I dropped off that stack of magazine if you’d even look at 
them all. 

TFL: I finished everything last night. 

G: Wow, thank you. To answer your question, the reason they were in different 
magazines is because . . . sometimes I target particular audiences. Uhm . . . 
minds that can only be effected by publishing in certain types of magazines. 
Onanites was submitted to a gay porno magazine because I wanted to have a 
dialog with guys who are addicted to going into these loveless, piss stinking 
booths and sucking off strangers. There is an entire sub-culture in Toledo that 
lives these stunted half-lives of sucking off mostly straight guys who come in 
drunk after the bars close. Like I say in the story, the clerks call them the sleaze 
bees, which they like. These men do this at all hours of the day and night. Early 
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in the morning, on the way to work, whenever. ... I took a part-time job at an 
adult bookstore as part of my research. I wasn’t sure what I was going to write 
about, but once I became hip to the scene, I had to rail against the madness. My 
half-conscious goal was to insert a relatively simple thought into the minds of 
these sex addicts; that there is something more to the movies than just dicks, 
you know? They’re like people who missed the love story, the one fraught with 
pain and trauma, by and by, that leads up to sex. A lot of them are having 
unsafe sex, too. Did I answer your question? I meant to say that the sleaze- 
bee’s had the most to gain by reading my story, so I had to submit it to gay 
porno. The same motivation went into where I published Iron, which is a story 
about a woman who is being abused, though she herself doesn’t quite know it. 
To write that, I took a class on how to counsel women who had been beaten by 
their spouses. One of the things that interested me most was that the women 
have to change their internal dialog before they can leave an abusive 
relationship. So, again, I wanted to show them their behavior in a new way, to 
maybe add a thought to the argument that their rationalizations for being hit are 
absurd. The main character in Iron is the target audience. I wanted her to see 
herself in this situation, then slightly alter her way of looking at her abuse. Iron 
ended up in church basements all over the world. These are the kind of woman 
who would come across a short story on abuse in a church magazine. I live and 
work with women like the ones in this story, and they sure as hell don't read the 
New Yorker, alright? They don't know what Literati means, let alone the secret 
language that writers use to talk to critics and academics. For my story to enter 
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into the mind of a woman like the one in the story, I had to do more than just get 
the words in front of them, I had to also use a language that she knows to explain 
thoughts that she was could understand. 

TFL: Did the stories achieve their goals?" 

G: I wish I could answer that question. I wonder if I’m just deluded, sometimes, 
you know? Not one person has ever came up to me at a reading with a copy of 
either of those magazines. No letters, either. 

TFL: "What you're saying sounds suspiciously close to pandering to an 
audience." 

G: If I were to start writing visionless crap with it’s prescribed mediocrity of 
'dramatic arches' every three minutes, a love interest, sub-plot - all the ‘get a big 
audience’ crap . . . well, then you’d be doing me a favor if you just shot me in the 
head. Until then, I’ll keep tearing off monkey myths, which I’m pretty sure will 
keep my soul safe." 

TFL.: "Do you consider your literature therapeutic?" 

G: "Therapeutic ideas can be prettied up, like any others, and given to people 
who don't know them. The trick is to be careful what you preach, because 
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writing is about arranging words in a way that people will believe they are true, 
whether they are or not. Stories strike the mind as no different than the other 
predominately fictional paradigms that make up our consciousness. An example 
of what I mean would be like when someone has a religious conversion and all of 
their so-called beliefs change in an instant. This can happen because the 
changes take place only in the language games that make up their world of 
words -- which means their conversion amounts to alterations in their rhetoric. 

Conversion changes all the stuff that is just in language. Like justice, or 
whatever. History is full of examples of words commenting only on other words, 
speeches and such that never inter-connect with the material, empirical world. 
Everyone knows history is full of examples of the winners rewriting their 
plundering and pillaging into the narrative of a hero story. By adding dramatic 
arches every three minutes and all the other literary conventions that caste spells 
over readers, they change a chaos of killing and rape into one man’s personal 
journey, or whatever. Irresponsible writers have created monstrous lies that still 
send entire generations to their deaths. I mean, how about this for a fiction? A 
graduate student writes his theses on how to put together a communist country, 
connects up with the Khmer Rouge and convinces an army to try to put his ideas 
into practice. . . the result was Cambodia’s killing fields. 


TFL: I take it that you’re not a religious man? 
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G: I’d just as soon believe nothing, rather than some absurd lie. No one should 
care more about any game than the real world - let alone a language game.. 
Words should be our slaves, not our masters. When men become slaves, like 
following the words of some ancient book without comparing the point to what is 
now known to mankind, they can end up doing all sorts of bizarre things - 
including becoming saints and Hitler’s. I saw an example of this on the news 
last night, where these fundamentalist parents refused to take their kids to 
doctors, even after two of them died from minor, easily treatable maladies. 
These nuts had bore like 13 children. The remaining eleven were so blinded by 
the spells caste by their parents that they expressed a willingness to die without 
seeing a doctor. They're clinging to fiction that was smart when doctors were 
killing more people than they were saving ... the kind of stuff that was still 
popular when this religion started was, like . . . letting blood and applying leaches 
and giving lobotomies ... but now? Sorry, jack. The bible started out this open- 
ended book that each time inscribed with the best thoughts of their greatest 
philosophers. Back then, the writers could confront the new problems presented 
by their time, publish their text under the name of one of the twelve disciples and 
expect their words to be taken as gospel. Now, the words in the major religions 
have all mostly atrophied. I mean, present day understanding of how we are 
imperiling our species with over-population should be more relevant than an old 
idea that it is better to have more kids to enlarge the tribe. An internalization of 
old words makes these people waste their energy trying to infuse life with a 
sacredness that exists only in words referring to words. In a democracy like 
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ours, their opinion means legislation, etc . . .which means their fiction then comes 
into the world and tries to function here. Sometimes it works, sometimes a 
young girl bleeds to death with a coat hanger in her cunt, or a species dies of 
over-population. Did you know that they are finding a direct correlation between 
drops in crime and the availability of abortions? These women seem to be 
making the right decisions. If they can only provide a home environment that 
breeds criminals, then they should just. . . Well, anyways, to cut this digression 
short . . . The writers of the bible probably thought that the text would keep 
growing. Maybe that was the whole point, re-perceiving mans present time in 
light of what they already knew of morality and law? Thank god our courts of law 
know this. Another example would be Hinduism, where at some point they 
realized that if they slaughtered their cows, they would have nothing to plow the 
land with. Since they could survive on what they could plant with the cow pulling 
the plow for all of the year and only for a few weeks on the meat itself, the 
religion made eating them taboo. They had to have something with a strong 
revulsion for most people -- like not wanting to eat Uncle Frank, you know - 
before the taboo could withstand periods where people were nearly starving . To 
make sure I answered your question, I'm always careful about thinking I know 
what is right. I should say this, too - a lot of this process is unconscious, at first. 
Usually something pisses me off so much that I end up writing about it in my 
journal, then I do some research and a voice comes to me in some mad moment 
of inspiration, a character who lives in the scenario I want to work with. Then I 
go through a series of re-writes, where I insert artifice to make sure that all of my 
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ideas area actually perceivable in the text and that it’s interesting enough to grab 
readers. I don’t have a list of social ills that I’m going through, or anything ... a 
lot of what happens in the world pisses me off, so I criticize . . . hopefully 
constructively.... 

TFL: "Last night, I read your book length poem, The Rephrasing of Sin. I have 
some ideas on what is in there, but first I'd like to hear your reason for writing the 
poem?" 

G:: Well, my conscious reason was to make sense of two theories that were 
competing for control of my cosmology. The differences between the angels in 
our head and the apes in our lives, basically . . . how can I explain this? Okay, I 
discovered Wittgenstein, and what I could gather from him led me to read other 
philosophers of like research, who eventually ended up becoming an intellectual 
framework for seeing the words around me as 'distractions' from the material 
world. Like spells, almost, that kept me from seeing the world as it is. An 
example of what I learned in the course of study that I'm referring to is what the 
linguists call a ‘truth statement,’ which means that you are using words that 
actually refer to something in the real world, like a table, which can be measured 
and verified with scientific tests ... As opposed to all the ways that we use 
words to refer back to things that exist only in the world of words, like demons 
and gods, but also justice and truth and any number of ideas that don't stand in 
the real world, except perhaps within limited spheres of truth. In a linguistic 
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class, we read a President’s speeches and there was not one fucking single 
truth. So, that was going on in one half of my brain - having this scale of words 
scrapped off of my eyes by all these language philosophers, while in the other 
half I was reading E.O. Wilson, a socio-biologist who compares behavior in the 
animal kingdom with that of humans. There are a lot of places where we behave 
just like apes, which led him to speculate that we're acting on primal imperatives. 
This isn't any big deal, most people know this, but it's pretty wild how we explain 
our basic, genetically programmed behavior with libraries full of reasons for what 
we do. No matter how we describe ourselves, we are still slaves to the whims of 
DNA. We seem to have genes for friendliness and xenophobia ... I’m sorry, 
I’m digressing . . .’digression after digression, limping along in transcendence . . 
.’ That’s how I described myself once in an otherwise bad poem. So, I had this 
idea that I was an ape, which coupled with having learned that the words that I 
thought were explaining the world around me, were actually shielding some of it 
from my view. In the poem, I wanted to explore where the line is between the 
creature created by genes, and the one created by language. I thought by 
making distinctions, I could get rid of some of the language lies that I hadn't 
noticed yet. And I did. That might be more of an explanation than you wanted. I 
should add that I don’t necessarily always think the ape in me is right and noble, 
and my culture has certainly done a fine job of teaching me which impulses to 
keep in check. Generally, I don't even try to explain my work. If it works, it's self- 
explanatory. I grow less enchanted with that poem every time I read it. I wrote it 
before I really cared about being clear. 
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TFL:: You write a lot about television. In fact, you kind of defend television in . . 


G: No, people always think that, but. . look, here’s what I Dot Box, was about 
. . . Well, . .. We don't like to hurt people who are connected to us in such a way 
that their pain will be ours as well. Like when your lover is hurting. Marshal 
Mcluen thought this ethical circle could be expanded with TV, and Vietnam 
seems to have proven as much. For a brief flash of time, we felt the pain of our 
enemy as our own. We saw human agony was more real than the word-created 
reasons that the government was giving to keep us in the war. The American 
public found the situation intolerable and they put a stop to the war. That's my 
America. Unfortunately, since ‘Nam, American intelligence agencies have simply 
dealt with our hatred of war by keeping the fighting hidden from us. In the last 
twenty years, we’ve fought wars all over the globe, and we’re fighting in only god 
knows how many places this very afternoon, but now we use troops who are 
recruited from the indigenous population and make them fight in zones where the 
media is barred. You look into the shadow history of any so-called ‘rogue’ 
country and America is, or was, backing a little guerilla army. For example, the 
Congo, Afghanistan, Iraq, Iran .... go back twenty years, and we had troops 
fighting in hundreds of countries on any given day. I’m not saying what they’re 


doing is right or wrong . . . 
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Samuel turns to another story. 


SHE always dressed in faded black jeans with the knees tom out and sleeveless T 
shirts emblazoned across the chest with the logos of famous rock bands (who inevitably, 
mother said, seemed to have the word ‘death' in their names). Basically, She was a good 
girl who did all of the things that good little girls in her land did. Like worrying about 
problem-things. Indeed, on the day that our story takes place, She was very embroiled in 
a problem-thing. 

She had just come from a lecture about a problem-thing that was altogether new to her 
and She was having quite a stmggle wrapping her thoughts around it. The new words 
that she had heard were all floating around in her mind like a bunch of little problem 
things that she could not make into the very big problem thing that the lecture had 
actually been about. It was all very confusing, but she was sure that if she concentrated 
real, real hard, she would eventually understand. And concentrate real hard, she did! 
Why, she was concentrating so very hard on her problem-thing that when she got home, 
she ran in the front door and right through the living room. She was moving so fast and 
thinking so hard that she didn't even notice her family was waving at her from their very 
favorite spots in front of the television. She just ran into her bedroom, slammed the door 
shut, put on her favorite CD by The Dead Lovers In Potato Crates, pulled out a cigarette, 
lit up with her unicorn lighter and started smoking fiiriously-like she always did when 
things needed thinking about. 
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Now, though She did not notice her family when She passed through the living room, 
they most certainly had noticed her. And when She turned up the CD as loud as it would 
go, they noticed her even more. The strange music pounded out of She's bedroom right 
in the middle of Father's very most favorite part of the whole game — the important half¬ 
time talk, where famous sportscaster’s express views of interest to sports fans 
everywhere. Father was none-too-pleased with the development. He caste a stem look 
down the hall when a creepy, screechy voice screamed, "Death is a cool old fool, a kinda’ 
sorta’ thing, baby. Baby, baby, baby, my little baby thing." 

This was not the first time that She had turned the stereo up so loud that weird noises 
drowned out the television. Normally, father would just cluck his tongue a few times and 
then use his bemused voice to tell little Skipper-Do that he should go into his sister’s 
room and tell her that ‘She had better turn that music down if she knew what was good 
for her.’ But not that day. That day Father was very, very angry. Why, he jerked his 
very favorite hat off his head — the one with his very favorite team written across the 
brim, and just threw that prized possession right down into the middle of the living room 
floor. 

Mother looked down at father's favorite hat laying on the mint-green shag carpeting 
and said, "I guess that it's time to teach that little girl some respect for other people's 
feeling." Then she reached down into the bottom of her knitting bag and pulled out a 
long, nasty, old, gray chain. 

Father nodded, ‘Yes,’ and pulled out a lasso of scratchy looking twine from his pants 
pocket and spoke through gritted teeth in a hissing voice, "I'd say it's well past time," 
Mother got up from her chair, straightened the lace doilies on the armrests, then looked 
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down at where little Skipper was laying in front of the television with his face just inches 
from the screen. "Come on, little Skipper-doo. " 

Skipper was none too pleased by the prospect of having to get up from his favorite 
spot in front of the TV, and he made sure that his parents knew by saying in his whiniest 
voice, "Awww, jeez, can't this wait until after the game?” 

Mother frowned down at little Skipper and got all stem. "As a younger brother, Mr. 
Skipper-doo, I should think that you would welcome a chance to physically harm your 
sister." 

"Oh, alright," Skipper said, but as he got up from the floor and followed his Mother 
and Father down the hall, a dour expression showed his continued displeasure. As they 
came up on She's door, the creepy voice fell silent and suddenly from the living room 
they could hear a sportscaster's excited voice saying, "Now, Herb, that is the craziest 
thing that I have seen in my twenty fond years of being associated with this wonderful, 
wonderful game. Let me send this back over to you. Herb, as I ask, in your four years of 
proud association with this game, isn't that the craziest thing that you have ever seen,?" 

At the sound of sportscasters. Father smiled and he turned around and started walking 
back toward the living room . . . then before the sportscaster Herb could answer the 
important half-time question, the weird music started up all over again. This time louder 
than ever and sounding like metal rods crashing against each other in an industrial 
machine. When the music drowned out the important answer to the half-time question, 
father stopped in mid-step and grew all stiff, then his face and neck turned red and his 
eyebrows shot way up on his forehead. Skipper watched father closely because he 
thought steam was going to shoot of Father's ears, like in the cartoons, but it didn't Father 
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pushed mother and Skipper away from the door and grabbed the handle, "I'll take care of 
that little missy, by gumption! By-gumption, 1 will!" 

He threw the door open and right then and there three jaws dropped to the ground! 
She was waving around a cancer-causing cigarette and bouncing up and down like a 
Satanic pogo stick. Her eyes were closed, so she just kept dancing, even though everyone 
else was mortified by her aberrant behavior. 

Mother covered her eyes with one arm, threw the other hand behind her head and 
stumbled backwards in a near-faint. Skipper jumped behind Mother to stop her from 
falling, but mother was so very much bigger that he was knocked back against the wall, 
where he bumped into Father's most very favorite painting in the whole world, the one 
that he bought at the Starving Artists sale at the Ramada Inn, after going to all of the 
trouble of scrapping a paint chip off to compare to the browns in all the various 
landscapes! The painting swung this way and that, then came crashing to the floor. They 
all three watched aghast as the corner of the Genuine Maple Frame hit the shag carpet 
and broke into six different pieces. 

As Father looked down at that sad sight, he said, "You know, and this is a fact, 
mind you-it's cheaper to buy a whole new painting at the Starving Artists sale than it is to 
go to Sears and buy a Genuine Maple Frame." 

All the while, She had no idea that she was causing any mayhem, let alone that her 
very fate was being decided as she danced around, smoked and listened to The Dead 


Lovers in Potato crates. 
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When Mother pulled herself back together, the first thing she did was pat little Skipper 
on the head. Then she turned to her enraged husband and offered a perky smile as she 
said, ''Tie her up, boys! Go on and get to it." 

Father rushed into the bedroom and grabbed for his bouncing daughter. Just as he 
reached for the back of her neck, she shot up, impaling herself on Father’s finger nails 
and tearing bright, red gashes in her pale, white flesh. 

"Ouch," She cried. 

Father used the scratchy twine to tie her hands behind her back, then he forced her 
down onto her knees. Mother came into the bedroom strutting like she did just before her 
and father went to bed early for noisy intercourse. The first thing Mother did was pull 
that CD out of the stereo and start smashing it over her daughter’s spiky orange hair. She 
kept up the smashing until Monkey Vomit on a Leper’s Little Toe broke into pieces that 
flew all over the room! 

Skipper could not believe how cool things were going. All he could say as he watched 
his mother was, "Cool. This is so cool." 

When Mother was done pummeling, she threw what was left of the CD into the wall, 
crossed her foreanns over her pert breasts, threw back her head and laughed like a 
jackal. For a long time. Skipper was a little creeped by the time Mother finally stopped. 
Then Mother put her index fingers on her daughter's temple and said, "Let us all 
silently pray." 

She had just stayed quiet up until then, because everyone in her family was acting so 
weird, but things seemed to be calming down, so she said, "Hey, I'm sorry about the 
cigarettes, alright? I've been meaning to bring it up with you, but you're all so weird 
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about everything. I mean, it would be like the tattoos and heroin all over again, and I 
don't need it, alright? When you guys quit trying to drag me back in time, then we can 
talk, okay? Jesus, I need to call Margaret. We need to talk about her, too. I figure, as 
long as I'm young and hot enough to sample anything that I want, you know? No, you 
don't. Aren't you guys about done praying?" 

No one paid any mind to She, as they were indeed all deeply embroiled in their own 
individual discussions with the Lord. Skipper felt particularly driven to seek the comfort 
of a deity. He wanted to be forgiven for the sin of breaking father’s very favorite piece of 
art as soon as possible, so that if something happened like a meteor hitting their house 
and he died, he could still get into heaven without any serious hassles. 

When Mother was done praying, she cleared her throat to signal everyone that they 
should finish up or quit pretending, then she looked down at her daughter and smiled as 
she said, "This hair! Lord help us, but that is the first problem we are going to have to 
sort out." 

Mother spit into the palms of her hands and began rubbing them down the sides of the 
spiky orange head. She liked her hair just like it was, so she started tossing her head 
from side to side and going all crazy. Mother tried to keep straightening the spiky hair 
into something more flat and normal, but it was impossible with She squirming and 
fighting. After a few moments or so of struggling with the heavily moussed spikes, 
Mother finally just stepped away from the struggling She, put her hands on her hips and 
said in a very, very angry voice, "You will have normal hair." Then Mother looked at 
Skipper and Father and said in a much, much nicer voice, "Keep a firm grip on her, boys. 
I'll be right back." 
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When Mother was gone, She tried to plead with first her Father, then Skipper, but both 
of them acted like they could not hear her. No matter what she said, they just kept staring 
straight ahead and pretending like she wasn't even there. It seemed like Father and 
Skipper had been replaced by people that She didn't even know. She started getting very, 
very scared. 

When Mother returned to the room, she was carrying the re-chargeable curling iron 
that Father bought her for Mother's Day. She reached down and grabbed a handful of the 
orange spikes, jerked She’s head back to expose her throat, then latched onto a hunk of 
flesh with the searing, red hot metal. 

"Ouch," She cried. 

The skin in the curling iron sizzled and sputtered. She started struggling very hard 
indeed, but Father and Skipper held her tight, because they could see by the look on 
Mother's face that she was bound and determined to keep burning that neck until she was 
dam good and ready to stop. 

"This hurts me more than it hurts you," Mother told her daughter. 

After what seemed like forever to She, Mother finally had enough of that curling 
iron, but when she tried to pull it away the red hot metal stuck to the black charred skin 
Mother had to jerk and pull and twist with all her might, until finally, with a look of sheer 
determination on her face that warmed Father's heart, she gave a very strong tug that 
ripped the curling iron right off. A big patch of flesh tore free, as well. 

Before mother could do anything about it, the bloody flap of flesh dripped red gunk on 
the white shag carpeting. Mother looked down at the mess and said in her fmstrated 
voice, "Oh, now look what you made me do." 
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"Ouch," She cried again. 

"Are you going to mind me, young lady?" 

She had not liked being scarred for life one little bit, so she tried to say just what she 
thought Mother wanted to hear, "Oh, yes, Mother. Now, please, can I get up?" 

"Well, first we have to do something about these bumps of hair on your head, then 
we'll see." 

Mother began clamping orange spikes of hair into the curling iron and twisting and 
jerking, until one after another they became perfect curls. When She's entire head had 
been transformed. Mother stepped back and got a smug look on her face as she said in her 
tough-gal voice, "Well, at least I managed to get a little bit of that orange under control." 
Then her voice became very, very nice as she looked her daughter right in the eye and 
said, "Oh, really, that's so much better, dear. You'll see, you'll like this new look. 
Especially once you get used to it. I'll bet the boys are going to like you a lot better, too. 
Why, we have two boys right here, so we can ask them what they think? Say, boys, is 
this some juicy trim, or what?" 

Father made a show of looking into She's face and smiling, then he gave her a peck on 
the cheek and said, "I forgot how pretty you are." 

Mother turned to Skipper and said, "And what about you, Mr. Skipper-doo, don't you 
have something that you want to say to your sister?" 

Without even looking, Skipper just said, "Awwww, jeez. Okay, yea, it looks better. 


You're some juicy trim. Sis. 
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That wasn't good enough for Mother. She looked down at Skipper and shook her 
finger right in his face as she said, "Now, Skipper, you go on and take a really good look 
at your sister." 

Skipper wasn't about to disobey Mother when she was shaking her finger right in his 
face, so he looked at his sister. And when he did, boy was he surprised — She really did 
look better. Skipper sounded all excited as he told her, "Gosh, you look great. You 
really are some juicy trim! From now on you can come to all my games, okay?" 

She had never cared for the games, but everyone was just being so weird that She 
went ahead and told Skipper that she'd love to go. Then She looked up at Mother and 
asked, "Can I get up?" 

Mother shook her head no as she said, . "After that little display? No, no, I'm afraid 
that you've done nothing to show me that you know how to behave around your elders. 
You know, we do all this for your own good. So you'll be happy, dear. You're always 
moping around here, whining all the time about all these mopey things . . . ." 

“I am happy." 

"Happy is as happy does, dear. Listening to songs about death is not a sign of happy." 
As Mother turned and started walking out of the room, over her shoulder she called out in 
her tough-gal voice, "Boys, you go ahead and chain her to the bed, and bind that little 
thing down tight. She's not going to like it when we shove it in." 

She thought about trying to fight as Father and Skipper chained her to the bed, but the last 
time she had disobeyed she had been scarred for life, so she didn't do anything. Even 
though the chains were so tight that they cut into her skin and made her fingers start to 
turn purple. "Ouch, " She cried. "Oh, Father, do the chains have to be this tight?" 
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Father came out of his daze, or whatever, and answered in a voice that She had never 
heard before; it was a strange and breathy sound, "You just lay there and take it." 

She couldn't believe that her Father was going to let the chains keep cutting in her 
wrists. That day was so weird. Blood was seeping out around the nasty chain, bright 
red and glistening, flowing in thin tendrils down into the cracks between her fingers. She 
was ready to try to say something else, but just then a loud whirring sound blasted into 
the room and startled her to no end. 

The whirring sound came from the swirling blades of the Cusinart, as Mother placed 
things into the clear container and hit the Puree button. Laid out on the kitchen table 
were all of the ingredients for a very special batter. There was a handy calorie counter 
that was just the right size for a purse, yellowed copies of Dear Abby columns that 
Mother had always thought were so right, pictures of models cute enough to make her 
melt, and lots of other stuff — even a few things that her own mother had given to her on 
a day that had been a lot like the day of our story, though a lot different, too. 

After a few minutes of listening to the rise and fall of the whirring Cusinart, Father 
got such a hankering to out into the kitchen to see what was going on, that he did just 
that. 

When Skipper saw Father get up and start silently creeping out into the kitchen, he 
just had to follow, because he liked to do everything that Father did. 

Mother had her back to the door when Father entered, so he snuck up behind her and 
gave her a big hug. Mother snuggled back into Father and rubbed her buttocks back and 
forth over his crotch, then turned around so that they could embrace properly. Father 
reached around behind her back and tried to slip something into the Cusinart. Mother 
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did not even look like she knew what was happening, but just as father's hand neared the 
batter her hand shot out and grabbed his wrist. She pulled his hand out into the open 
and they all looked down into his palm at the blue Madonna that was usually on the 
dashboard of the Buick. When mother saw that little blessed virgin, she just broke out 
laughing, let go of Father's hand and pointed at the batter to give him the old 'go ahead.' 

As Skipper watched the Madonna fall down onto the chopping blades and get pureed, 
he wanted to put something in that batter so bad that it felt like he was going to pee. He 
was too excited to think, so he just grabbed the closest thing, which happened to be a big 
mop with a wooden handle that was a good two feet taller than he was. He held that mop 
up in front of his parents and asked them, "Can I put this in? Please, can I? Please?" 

Mother looked at the size of that mop and she just had to laugh-a laugh that was still 
in her voice as she said, " I think it would be pretty hard to get that in the Cusinart, 
honey?" 

"I can make it fit. Mom? Remember, the puppy, mom? He was bigger than this mop." 

Father had to say something about then, because someone had to change the subject. 
“You know, honey, 1 think you're underestimating the men in this family. Skipper, you 
go ahead and give it a try." Then with a wink to Mother, he added, "I might have 
something else for you to do before you have time to finish the job, though. Go ahead, 
Skipper, show your Mom that you can get that thing in there." 

Skipper climbed up on top of the counter, put his feet on either side of the Cusinart 
and shoved the gray, swirly mop head down into the batter. When he used the toe of 
his sneaker to hit the ON button, the silver blades began slamming into the wooden 
handle so hard that it was all Skipper could do to hold on. Twice he lost his grip and the 
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mop went all crazy, banging into his arms and thighs (but not his peter, which is what 
Skipper was kind of worried might happen). 

As Mother and Father watched Skipper struggle with the mop, they exchanged proud 
and amused smiles, but it was obvious to both of them that the job was too much for the 
little boy, so finally father stepped up to Skipper and gave him a friendly punch on the 
arm as he said, "Son, I have something more important for you to do. 

Skipper knew that Father didn't think that he could get the mop into the batter, but he was 
determined to do just that. He used his most confident voice to tell Father, "No, I'm big 
enough! I am! I am!" 

"I know you are," Father told Skipper, "but I have something more important. Go out 
into the garage and get the funnel that I use to put transmission fluid in the Buick, then 
take it out in the back yard and rinse it out real good with the hose, okay? This is 
important, every speck of oil has to be gone - we don't want rogue lubricants getting into 
the batter, by god no. Rinse It out real good, alright?" 

"Dad, first I want to do this. Please?" 

Father's voice became sad then, "Oh, I know that you can, son . . . it's just that, well, I 
guess that I can try to get that funnel clean ... 1 don't know if I can, not with these eyes 
of mine. Getting that mop in there is a lot easier than cleaning a funnel, so I guess you 
should just do the little boy work." 

Skipper thought that Father was being honest, so he jumped down off the counter and 
started running for the garage. "You go ahead and take care of that stupid mop. I'll make 
that funnel so clean it'll look just like new." 

"Son, I know you will." Father called out after the disappearing Skipper. 
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When Skipper was gone, Mother turned to father and said, "He's going to grow up to be 
just like you." 

Father's face just beamed when he heard that. 

By the time Skipper came back in and proudly displayed a clean, red, plastic funnel, 
the batter was done. Skipper had meant to tell his parents about getting tangled up in the 
hose and how the wet spot on his pants wasn't what it looked like, but when he saw the 
batter he forgot everything and his face filled with a look of wonder. "It's like green snot, 
but it smells great! Like a fish stick shake, or something! Can I have a taste?" 

Mother picked up the bowl and held it out to him, "Go ahead and take a little dab on 
your finger." Then she turned to Father and did the same, saying, "I know you're just 
dying for a little taste." And Father was. Both put the green slime between their lips at 
the same time and then let out long moans of satisfaction. Skipper liked the batter so 
much that he even stuck the tip of his tongue under his fingernail to get at a tiny green 
glob. 

"Oh, that's good, dear," Father told mother. 

"I could eat this stuff everyday!" Skipper added. 

Mother blushed warm at the compliments. She took a certain pride in her cooking and 
commenting on it was a sure fire way to just make her melt. She looked down right 
delighted as she picked up the bowl of batter, held it over her head and began a little 
dance out of the kitchen and down the hall. Skipper and father joined in the little dance, 
though Skipper quit pretty quick, because he was sure that he looked nerdy. 
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While her family was in the kitchen. She had been laying in her room, her wrists and 
neck wracked with agony from the cutting chains. She had no idea what was really going 
on, but she had seen lots of movies about weirdo’s doing really sick things and she could 
imagine all sorts of stuff that she didn't want to happen to her. She was so scared that 
she was shaking like she was cold and making a sound like a mouse, "Errrrk, errrrrk." 

When She heard her family come back into the room, she opened her eyes and started 
to ask to be let up. 

But before she could talk Skipper and Father jumped on the bed, grabbed her by her 
hair and twisted her head, until her ear was pointing up toward the ceiling. 

Then Father pulled the funnel out of the waist of his pants, took a firm grip on the red 
plastic with both hands, and, with all his might, slammed the thin nozzle down into her 
ear. 

Red and yellow gunk squirted out, covering father’s arms all the way up to the 
elbows. 

She’s eyes shot wide, wide open and her mouth started opening and closing real fast, 
her lips making a circle that grew big and small, big and small-like a goldfish gasping for 
air in a filthy bowl. 

Mother stepped up and poured the batter into the red funnel. 

Inside She’s head, the green gunk seeped over problem things and they suddenly 
didn’t seem so important. They were almost gross, like they were bad things to even 
think about - buzz killers. Then, as if by magic, the batter somehow made the old gray 
chains melt into thin air, healed the bloody wounds on her wrist and neck, and even 
changed her clothes. She was suddenly wearing an outfit from the Gap and didn’t even 
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want think about child labor (though before the batter she was always letting herself get 
all upset over the issue; especially when they solved the problem of getting protested 
about their cruelty to workers by changing their name to Old Navy). Laughing 

and care-free, she jumped up from the bed, bounced her head from side to side (in a 
parakeet manner that everyone recognized as mothers), and turned from one face to 
another, offering one and all as cheery a smile as they had ever seen. 

Then she turned to father and said, "Gosh, I guess it's time to dye this crazy hair back 
to brown. Will you take a chip of paint off the wall of my room, so that I can make sure 
that I match?" After she explained that she was making a joke, they all laughed. There 
were big old bear hugs all around, too. And then they all lived happily ever after. 
Really. They bridged the generation gap and all that. I know all this is true because I’m 
paraphrasing a palm size Christian text that was given to me on a bus. 


Angels 
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She's late. The locals pause in the road and stare at the lirno before slowly moving out of 
the way. "Why don’t they move a little faster, for god’s sake. Johnny, when we get to 
the flower stand on Marquez, I need to make a quick stop." 


His feet strike the road and brown dust rises. Black drops fall from his pant-legs. The street is lined 
with piles of bananas and apples and fish. Vendors pause to watch his hands as he passes. 


She had heard people say the heat made them lazy, and though she would never in her 
life have repeated such a thing, she could see why some people believed it. Johnny was 
laying on the horn and the Tndiginies' were acting like they were granting them some 
favor by just moving out of the way. 


He runs by too fast to hear an apple vendor turn to his squatting wife and whisper, "It's a shame, a 
damn shame." 


"Now, Johnny, if any ghosts get in the way, you can drive right through them, you know? 
The Day of the Dead, Jesus. The women here spend all week cooking, only to leave the 
food out to rot. Look at those plates they're carrying. I thought half this country was 
starving? Next, we’re off to Switzerland, you know? The civilized world." 
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Her halo shines the gold of sun. Her wings are the white of morning doves. Her eyes the blue of 
river water. He knows her from the book that the priest brought to the village. She is the angel who 
will take him to heaven. 


She imagines a portly Swiss banker in a black suit stooping down to set a china platter of 
filet mignon on a manicured grave, lays her head back into the upholstery and laughs 
silently. 

A sickly thin face appears in the window, just inches away, filthy and crying, blood 
coming out his noise, mouth . . . She pulls down the blind. Tells herself, "Dammit, I 
need at least one night without this.' 


Julio said that he was going to get something to eat. He came back with apples. The soldier 
followed. 


Before coming to the country, she read a company brochure on the street urchins. She 
had known what to expect and how the experts said to deal with them. Still, that first 
day, as she walked into the airport and was surrounded by dozens of children with 
distended stomachs, her heart shouted. She gave away all of her change, every last 
penny, three or four dollars, at least-exactly what the brochure said that she wasn’t 
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supposed to do. And, of course, that wasn't enough for them. One of the boys who she 
had just given money to grabbed her purse and tried to jerk it out of her hands. The others 
started grabbing for her watch, her necklace . . . She was close to hysterical by the time 
her limo driver came up and started pushing them away. 


Everything exploded. Then it was later and he was waking up. Julio was laying on top of him. His 
face was torn up, bloody and scary like a monster. He tried to crawl away from Julio. It hurt too 
much. He turned his head the other way. People were passing the alley. They looked down, saw 
him and moved off quick. He thought that maybe he would finally go to heaven and be with his 
mother, like he wanted. Then he saw the angel and he was up and running. She would take him to 
his mother. Like the priest said at the funeral. He remembers that he should pray for forgiveness 
of his sins. He does. 


She steps out of the limo with her eyes on the flowers, then turns toward the sound of 
yelling. The boy is running straight at her. She takes hold of her purse with both hands, 
looks back at the car and sees that Johnny is already getting out. 


He dives into the air and sees his finger near her face. Someone grabs him around the 


waist from behind and jerks him up into the sky. 
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The soldier raises a muscle-cut forearm over the boy’s impossibly thin neck. . . 
slams down hard. Pulls his fist up, slams down again, and again, and . . . She can 
hear bones breaking. She feels nauseous, a head ache pounds into her skull. She can't 
believe that she was actually seeing it happen. The soldier twists the boy’s head around 
backwards. Her stomach convulses. Yellow bile explodes from her lips, splatters over 
her breasts and flows down the white satin costume . . . 


Samuel hits speed dial ‘ 1 ’on a speaker phone. His chief assistant answers on the 
second ring. "Yes, sir?" 

"I spent the morning trying to convince the dead to get up and dance." 

“A book deal would be enough.” 

“He would write about this again-whether he’s sane, or not.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“He would, but let’s say that he doesn’t- — our proposal includes life long monitoring 
of a future English professor and a prolific writer. The expense of that alone will make 
the tank veto the proposal.” 

“They make exceptions.” 

“They won’t here. He’s romantic enough to define something as incomprehensible as 
death as a political matter. Most people don’t vote. ” 

“He’s not religious." 
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“If you fail to hide something that they want hidden, no matter how noble the 
reason, the body count will grow. This is a war camp, however sugar-coated by the 
fall trees . . .I’ve made my decision. Is there anything else we need to discuss.” 

"The cafeteria manager sent an e-mail requesting that you either call in your lunch 
order by eleven-thirty, or stop expecting to get your food by twelve." 

"I ordered soup and a tossed salad at 11:41 yesterday and my lunch arrived at 1 o' 
clock, so I said something to the waitress." 

"Do you want me to talk to her Supervisor?" 

"God, no. They’ll start spitting in my food, or something. I'll try to be more punctual. 
Samuel out." 



